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He was waiting in tke hayloft . . > 

ft wasn't love, love had nothing to do with if. The 
thing that had her in its grip was passion! 

She fought If fiercely, struggling against the very 
forces of her being. But she was thirty, now, and there 
was desperation in her. She had to hove a man— 
had to. 

Abriel Grundy was the man she loved. But Abdel 
was a gentleman —and his wife was only a few 
days dead, ff she could have waited ... but she 
couldn’t waitt Not another day. Not another hour. 
Not even another minute! 

fn the dead of night, naked under her dressing 
robe, she crept from the house, white limbs Bashing 
in the southern moonlight, heading for the bam 
where Amos Foley dwelt in his stableman’s apart¬ 
ment. 

ft was dawn when she returned, her body re¬ 
lieved but her mind filled with seething guilt She 
knew now that she could never belong to Abdel, 
Not now. Not any more- The southern code forbade 
tf—for Amos Foley was black I 
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LUST 


The man got out of the woman’s bed and 
moved across the dark room. He found his clothes 
When he shut the bedroom door behind him and leane 
against the jamb, he was too scared to go down the rear 

stairway and out the back way. ,. 

His shoes were still untied and his clothing in dis¬ 
order. In one hand he clutched his necktie, in the other 
his rumpled, dark hat. 

“Take me... Bold me... Fondle me, lover ... Bite 
me till l bleedT 

He thought of her voice, whispering fiercely, gasp¬ 
ing, whimpering by turn, as she had yielded to us 

P TTrash of rain and sleet struck the windows on 
the lower landing. Tears had sparkled on her cheeks, 
as his deft hands, his tongue, raised her to a frenzy 
of unbearable ecstasy. Now, the next time he saw her 
she would be cold and still in her coffin, her blue eyes 
set and staring, her pale-gold hair an ironic halo for her 


Shaking, weak, and sickly cold at the pit of his 
stomach, he started down the stairs. After two un¬ 
certain steps he stopped, remembering he had left his 
overcoat behind. It meant going back into that dark- 
beamed old room that had become sudden terror to 
him. The coat lay across a chair in the haLE-round bay 
window that overhung the bluffs on which this huge old 
house was built. How many times, how many nights had 
he^sat there in that window holding her in his arms? 

7 
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Loving her, endlessly caressing her, knowing he was mad 
about her and always had been. Left behind, the coat 
would split wide open a secret that had been held by the 
foir of death for more than sixteen long and dangerous 
years. 

Fear had come to him so often in this dark house 
with its many tall gables, its creeper-clad stone-and- 
timber walls, the many-paned English windows and 
iron-bound doors of hand-hewn oak. There had been 
many times when he had been on the verge of being 
caught. Each time he had sworn deep and solemn oaths 
never to darken the old house again. 

Turning back now was the hardest thing he had 
ever done. He tried to hold his breath. His heart was 
pounding, sounding like a drum in his chest. A great, 
choking lump was in his throat, cold perspiration mot¬ 
tling his brow. 

Inside, with the door closed, he leaned against it, the 
curving window twenty feet to his right. Some of the 
old confidence must have come back to him. After all, 
he was no coward. No man had ever called him that. 
A coward could not have been doing all this for so long. 

Moonlight streamed in from the window, breaking 
through wind-racing clouds trying to blanket the heavens. 
In glowing yellow rays it came sweeping across the 
broad planks of the floor, clearly outlining most of the 
objects in the room. Jaw set, he stood rigidly for several 
seconds, staring straight ahead, then he was risking one 
more look at the big bed to his left with the high head- 
board against the paneled wall. The moonlight was tinn¬ 
ing it bright and golden from end to end. 

Sheets and covering were kicked down over the 
footboard. She lay just as he had left her. The left 
arm was up against the pillow, the right one angling 
outward and downward, small white hand a balled 
little fist—an undraped statue of white marble, a daac- 
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tag wood nymph tumbled over on her bade. Her legs 
were wide apart, the left one still up-'-maddeningly 
beautiful, ravishingly inviting even in death! 

Something had to be done about it. He could not 
leave her like that! The undertaker would see all, the 
expression on her face, the position of the body, the arms 
and legs telling most of it. The eyes that glared with 
ecstasy even in death, and a minute of examination, 
would reveal the rest-evervthing except the name of 
the man in whose arms she had been when the heart 
spasm had taken her from passionate life to sudden im- 
passionate death. 

Slowly he moved forward, tensing his shoulders. He 
lifted the sheets and covering from the foot of the bed, 
pulling therrr over her, up to the soft white throat, leav¬ 
ing the face hare, the small head framed in the wildly 
tossed hair that was now a shinging cloud in the moon¬ 
light, The half-mocldng little smile on her pretty lips 
invited strange things, just as a short while ago, just 
as so eternally always in this room. Resisting one last 
urge to bend over and kiss her forehead, he drew back, 
and turned. Long steps took him to the window. He 
snatched up his overcoat, and was again leaving the 
room, pausing as he eased open the door and looked 
back—a midnight lover quitting a death chamber. 

On the ground floor he let himself out on a small open 
balcony overhanging the bluffs. Hugging the wall he 
stepped over the railing, swinging down on a narrow 
shelf of rock. In a minute he wa$ south of the house, 
halting behind a low clump of cedars, teeth chattering 
from the cold wind. Hastily he pulled on his overcoat, 
whipping up the collar and sawing his hat down tightly 
on his head. All over his body beads of perspiration 
were clinging like pins of drooling ice. He glanced at 
his wrist watch in a blade of moonlight, and looked back 
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at the house, then he swore with wet and trembling 
lips. 

*You damned slut! You—you beautiful damned bitchl 
Now you're dead, and at the very climax of the thing 
you liked best, the one thing you could do so wellP 
Wheeling, he hurried on, almost running, coat blow¬ 
ing and flapping as he headed for the top of a narrow 
trail that would take him down to the little town at the 
foot of the mountain. 


2 


THE BARN 


It was four o'clock Sunday afternoon when 
Abriel Grundy drove home alone from the funeral 
In his dead-black garb and wide black hat he might 
have been an old-fashioned preacher, A powerful figure 
of forty-four, he sat sternly and squarely in the center 
of the buggy seat, his eyes on the bleak gray road 
ahead, peppering gusts of sleet in his face and drumming 
on the big hat as the north wind swished and swooped 
around him. 

Those who wanted fine automobiles could have them* 
including liis daughter Kitty, Abriel Grundy stood by 
his sturdy buggy and his spanking pair of perfectly 
matched black Belgium mares. In rain or sleet, in fog 
and mud or dead-black night, a good team would take 
a man through and where he was going. Besides, horses 
somehow seemed to belong at funerals—quiet and digni¬ 
fied, with rigs that never filled the air with strangling 
fumes of gasoline and the noise of coughing, racing 
motors. 

Putting Joys body into the frosty red-clay ground 
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down there in Little Will's Valley cemetery had left 
him with a cold, empty feeling, something alon to a de¬ 
pressive loneliness. , , 

The funeral had brought a large crowd. Joy had 
had a lot of relatives, most of them plain women an 
rough mountain men from the Raccoons Big Wills 
and Dug Out Valleys, a few from the moonshine whiskey 
regions of Buzzard Head Cove with its deep, dark holes 
and rock-rimmed hollows. Many were dangerous wi i 
tongue, blade or ball; hot-headedness born in them. Any 
one of them could have been told something m the rare 
visits a few had ventured to iriake to Rambling Gables 
up here on the brow* 

And yet Joy Farlow Grundy had been able to keep 
her own secrets. She had been tight-lipped as a sphinx 
in anything concerning her personal affairs, and dread¬ 
fully 'careful of any whisper that might cast the famtest 
hint of a shadow on her own character. 

Joy Grundy knew, as all her sex knew, that even 
a meaningless word dropped about a woman was enough 
to start an avalanche of speculation and gossip m this 
mean hill country. True or not, such talk too often 
brought hate and smoldering fury that could break loose 
into sudden fights, disgraceful blood-lettings and dyings. 

The grave now held the secret. The ground had swal¬ 
lowed it on the bench-like rise under the shadow of the 
mountain—the old graveyard that dated far back beyond 
the Civil War. There among the time-stained and moss- 
bearded tombstones it would lie until Judgment Day, 
sleeping among the bones. Unless, of course, Libby 
Harper, the nurse and housekeeper, had opened her big 
but not unhandsome mouth at some inopportune mo¬ 
ment to let leak a suspicion or two she had hinted at in 
the past. 

Grundy knitted his heavy dark brows, his face becom¬ 
ing stiff, iron-like* A stronger gust of sleet on his cheeks 
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passed unnoticed. He always knitted those brows when 
stirred to deep thought. And no thought could be par¬ 
ticularly shallow when he thought of Libby Harper and 
her seven years of near-perfect management at Rambling 
Gables. 

Libby Harper had sharp blue eyes and keen ears, 
and certainly an imagination quick to step out of line. 
A word with the right twist of the tongue in a woman’s 
mouth could often scald a man’s ears for days on end. 
She was just about thirty now, full-bosomed, brown- 
haired, not too tall, nor too short, her step swift and 
sure. A darned good looking woman if a man just let his 
mind dwell on her. 

Anyone who knew horses and mules as Abriel Grundy 
knew them had only to compare men and women to 
them, women to mares, men to studs and geldings. No 
man could find a better yardstick to measure and judge 
the character of an individual, reading him through and 
through, from bottom to top. To know everything, one 
only looked at the length of the body, the neck and legs, 
the shape of the head and the rump, the color of the 
hair, the eyes and hoofs, the lift or slope and droop of 
the tail. An up-and-coming mare or horse carried the tail 
proudly, always knowing it was back there and evidently 
good to look at. They turned in their own tracks, stepped 
lightly and swiftly over obstacles. 

He caught himself, and scowled again. It was not 
right, thinking of horses, mules and people when on the 
way home from a cemetery just after burying his wife. 
A man needed calmness and dignity in both thought and 
act in times like these. Trying to think of other things, 
he stared grimly ahead, yellow eyes on Rambling Gables 
yet a full half-mile on up the lofty brow. 

Joy had been found dead in bed Thursday morning, 
and Sunday had always been the decent and proper day 
to bury the dead when one could arrange it Besides, 
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they had had to wait for Kitty to get home from her 
school in up-State New York, and Kitty, for some reason, 
had insisted on driving it all the way in her new club 

C °That was like Kitty, small, well-rounded and full 
of bosom though not yet eighteen. She was as quick 
as a trigger; strong-headed, self-willed, bound to do 
things in her own way. That part of her came from 
the true Grundy side. Abriel Grundy could not ex¬ 
actly call himself true to anything. Physically, he was a 
throw-back, unlike his father or his father s people, un- 
like his mother or her people. Something had stammered, 
coughed or blown too hard in the mold of his making. 

He was one of the big horse, big mule beings. No 
one knew it better than himself. He was a creature 
who took his forty rods of ground to turn around on, 
one who kicked down doors and the sides of bams. 
Something of an overgrown pit-bulldog, perhaps, drawn 
to human shape, a yard across the chest and half a yard 
deep. From a massive torso he tapered away to narrow 
hips, made for going forward and pushing things down. 
His legs and arms were long, thick and powerful, the 
face square-jawed and unbelievably stern even when in 
the best of humor. The lemon-colored eyes looked un¬ 
flinchingly out on the world, 

Abriel Grundy had a way of flashing sudden uneasi¬ 
ness over strangers when he first appeared among them. 
It was his big, man-shaped size that was against him. 
The timid took one look at him and hastily moved 
aside. The meek instantly wanted no part of him. In him 
they saw only the dangerous bull, the powerful beast 
that might suddenly start pawing up the ground. But if 
Abriel Grundy was either bull or beast, he was usually 
the gentle ox, so rarely moved to excitement it was next 
to impossible to get a stir of anger out of him. 

With the smell of the barn in their nostrils, the mares 
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broke into a faster pace. Grundy stiffened in the seat, 
big hands tightening on the lines and taking up the slack. 
As they neared the huge old house, the mares nickered, 
calling to a spring colt and a sleek filly in the great 
bam, A black Belgium stallion answered them with a 
shrill whistle and began pawing the hard-packed earth- 
em floor of his high-boxed stall 

The big house looked lone and still, the tall and 
white colonnades etched in sleet. Only three of the 
fourteen chimney tops showed signs of thin trails of 
smoke. Libby Harper would be somewhere inside, taking 
care of things today. Following the old custom, the 
three house Negroes had gone to the funeral—white- 
haired Uncle Kit and Auntie Blossom, taking Esperanda, 
the tall yellow girl, along with them. Amos Foley, the 
light-colored bam man, would be in the bam fiddling 
with some simple Sunday chore or in his little stone 
house on the bluffs just beyond it. 

At the barnyard gate, eighty yards beyond the house, 
he had to pull up. The mares were again nickering; 
Black Night, the stallion, was whistling in answer and 
pawing. Amos was usually here to open the big gates, 
Sunday or any other day. Having complained of a cold 
for the past few days, he was probably asleep, but the 
mares and the stallion were making enough noise to 
awaken the entire place. 

As Grundy stepped out of the buggy, he half-expected 
to see Libby popping out on the porch of the big house. 
She was always one to come forward and see what was 
going on, nothing escaping her eyes and ears. But he 
had let the mares through, had closed the gates, and was 
letting the team follow" him on to the bam when he saw 
the woman. 

She was a little startling, appearing so suddenly from 
the deep shadows in the long hallway of the bam, as 
if in a tremendous hurry. Around her was a heavy blue 
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coat a small black beret pulled snugly down on her 
shining brown curls. In her right hand was a small 
wicker basket with a flap-covered top. She stopped, 
laughing an odd little sound. At once he saw that her 
cheeks were filled with color, her blue eyes big and 

SP W' g ‘she cried. “You— you’re back!” 

“Why, yes,” he nodded, the mares stopped behind 
him impatiently nudging him against his Mulder 
blades 1th their muzzles. “It didn't take the whole 

afternoon to it (Jono. , 

“I came for-for some eggs ” She laughed that queer 

sound again, and lifted the basket, giving it a little 
shake “I thought I’d bake some cookies. Some more 
cookies, \ mean.” Again she laughed. “Callers will be 

dropping in this evening, and- 

“‘I’d a-thought,” he cut in, scowling, Aunhe Bios 
son, and Esper.nda would have seen to all tat The 
cookie hosincss, I mean. And. anyhow, he shrugged 
his big shoulders, “Amos Foleys supposed to keep 

I guess!” She had stiffened^the 
ample but pretty mouth chopping out her words. May 
be in bed with his cold. I haven’t seen nor heard him 
all afternoon. Besides, Mr. Grundy, I’m not one to wait 
when I want things. I don’t believe in waiting. I always 
go get things for myself. When you get in the house 111 

have a nice cup of coffee for you. 

She was gone with that, brushing on past him, the 
mares and the buggy. He started on, the mares nudging. 
Before he had gone six paces Amos Foley was appearing 
in the other end of the hallway, a man of forty-odd him¬ 
self, thick-set, teeth a white flash in the yellow face. At 
once and as always, Amos was apologetic. 

“Sorry Mr. Abriel, I didn’t hear you. Guess my colds 
hard on my ears. Left one’s dead as nothin’ ’cept a lot 
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of buzzin. I let my chicken feed box run low an’ was 
shellin’ up some com in the crib.” 

Shelling com? Abriel Grundy smiled his thin smile. 
“By hand, Amos?” 

“No, sir! With-with the big sheller!" 

“Then you must have put rubber teeth in it.” The 
smile came back. “Miss Harper said she hadn’t seen or 
heard you, and she was in the bam looking for eggs.” 

“That woman won t wait.” Amos shifted from one foot 
to die other. “Tries to do too many tilings her ownself,” 

Its all right, Amos.” He stepped aside to let the 
Negro take care of the mares and get the buggy where 
it belonged. "But about your cold, now. Maybe we’d 
better see the doctor—” 

Oh, no, Mr. Abriel! Amos cut him short with a wide 
jpin and a quick spread of his unusually large hands. 
“I took myself a little dram of com an' two aspirin tablets 
only an hour ago. Com an’ aspirin will fix me up. Al¬ 
ways does. I never need nothin’ else.” 

"Well, yes, I guess you know best, Amos.” He started 
to move on, and stopped. “By the way, you might take a 
look at the fires in the house when you get time. Uncle 
Kit s slow when it comes to driving, and the house may 
be cold ” J 

“Yes, sir. I’ll tend the fires right quick. Just as soon 
as I unharness an’ put up the mares. Yes, sir!” 

But Libby Harper was already busy in the old forty- 
by fifty-foot central room when Grundy opened the front 
door and let himself inside. He paused for a moment as 
he closed the door. Big hat in his hand, he blinked bis 
eyes, blinded for a second or two by the deeper shadows 
of die room, the long row of windows over-Iooldng the 
bluffs having had their drapes drawn. 

Libby was on the flagstoned hearth. Small now, she 
was squatting on her hams, coat and beret thrown aside. 
As he stood there blinking, he noticed that her pale-pink 
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dress was drawn up tightly around her bottom as ^h 
scattered pine chips and splinters over 
coals under the charred logs in the wide 
He spoke, flapping his hat against the side of his leg 

b, in to 6< fte Bre, Miss Harper- 

You shouldn’t think of bothering with it. 

“But it only took a minute. She came _ 
with a quick 'little surge, turning to face him. Behind 
her the^chips and splinters were already beginning 
glow with yellow flames. “Let him take care of Je tfe 
fireplaces. Anyway,” she seemed to force a slight laugh, 

“I like to poke up fires and watch them come to W 
“Well, I suppose so” He flung his big hat on 
the long black table in the center of the r « om , T ^ 
mg Ins back to her for the moment, he parted unbubton- 
ing his long overcoat that reached almost to his ca . 
“Mo^ 5 people do, I guess. No, IV « * 

Annoyed for an instant, he stepped quickly to one s^e 
aHhe moved in behind him. “I can take ^re of my 
own coat. Never seemed right to me, anyhow for a 
woman to have to be fooling with a man and his clothes. 

“But Uncle Kit isn’t here, and- 

“No matter!” He laughed now. W^ the coat off 
and in his hands, he flung it across a chair. 
way, I don’t always have Kit standing at my elbow to 

10 "Then f Hl"get your coffee!” She wheeled and was 
gone, the sleek, round-hipped little mule always so quick 
Sure on her turns. “I made a pot of it, ,ust a short 

time before going out to the barn. j 

She was gone before he could protest. He moved 
on to the fire standing there watching the yellow flames 
leap higher and higher as they licked and wrapped them¬ 
selves upward between the darkened logs. In a moment 
he had his back to the fire, big hands behind him, coat- 
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tail lifted as he wanned his seat and the hind-parts of 
his legs. 

Not everybody, he guessed, would like this old room 
with its dark-paneled, black walnut walls, its sixteen- 
foot ceiling and its elaborately carved beams and near¬ 
ancient silver chandeliers imported from France a full 
hundred years before he was bom. The house was one 
of the not-many that had stood almost untouched 
through the ravaging, looting and burning that had come 
on the heels of a long and bloody war-four bitter years 
of blazing guns and bursting shells on the battlefields. 
A foolish war, like most, he guessed, where men gave 
up their blood, their gold and lives over a question that 
might have been settled without hot words or deed 
across a breakfast table. 

This big room had awed little Joy nineteen years 
ago. That had been one Sunday afternoon, only shortly 
after she had turned just seventeen. It had been a 
blustery day like this one when he lifted her in his arms 
and carried her across the threshold, gently to stand her 
on her pretty feet in the center of the room. Never would 
he forget her exact words, gasped out in her trembly- 
voiced amazement, her eyes sparkling so brightly. 

Lord, Mr. Grundy, it—it’s like the great big waiting 
room in the railroad depot in-in Birmingham! What in 
the world do you do with it all!" 

AU of it! He had smiled down at her, standing there 
on hardwood planks a yard wide and more than seven 
inches thick, every stick, plank and beam cut and split, 
hewn, planed and pegged from virgin timber. More than 
forty rooms were around and over the little tenant fanner 
girl who was to be mistress of Rambling Gables, to 
share as the lord and master shared, to have and to hold 
-“until death do us part." God, what beautiful, beautiful 
dreams he had had for her that day, the many days, the 
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«, month thereafter until deep tragedy tom lm 

Tn oTSlnTd^ dayr there had not to eno^, rf 
It for the Grundvs and their friends, those Grundys 
whose hospitality had been liimted only m^Y 

beds to pile them in. There had been dnrty-one bed 
rooms. Each had contained a double bed, some_ two.of 
them, some three, and guests sometimes sleeping 
and three in a bed while innumerable feather-tickled 

“L^r„d chttemd the «~ hr all dhetos. 

Morning, noon and night, when guests came, the thirty- 
foot black walnut table in the great dining room had 
groaned under the weight of food and ^.^c^aves 
fa white coats had bobbed in and out lighter lifting to 
Se rafters, no one in the gay days thinking of war and 

ha Sie sound of footsteps cut his memories short Ubby 
Harper was returning with the coffee, her quick heels 
going tick, tack tick on the floor. He saw the sdver 
ferving tray in her hands, and glanced from side to side. 
To his right beside a big leather chair 
table. Forgotten, and sitting on it was the 1 Pj 

lidded basket. He stepped forward, picking t up and 
dropping it in the chair as he moved the table. 

“Ft would seem” he smiled, "that you <hdnt And any 
eggs in the barn after all. Miss Harper.' 

“Oh!” She let the tray down, face flushing from her 
flawless white throat to the roots of her hair. It it was 
Amos. He lets the hens lay all over the barn, and-and 
you can never find eggs when you want them. No mat¬ 
ter!” She straightened, pushing back her hair that seemed 
to have hardened from dampened rings dried against 
her forehead. ‘'There'll be enough cookies. Here, let n 

pour vour coffee, t , 

“Coffee,” he dryly observed, watching her pour it, 

“always seems stale to me after its been made thirty 
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minutes. That’s so muddy-black it looks as if it had been 
on the stove since before I left; for the funeral ” 


3 


LOVE TRYST 


“No coffee at all, please.” He stopped her 
when she was leaving the room with the tray. “There!] 
be coffee or tea later, cookies and such, I reckon, and 
then dinner. I suppose 111 have to go through with it,” 

“And you are tired.” She placed the tray on the 
end of the big table and came back to him, halting 
a yard away. “You should rest. All I can say now is 
that you've come through it like a trouper, I know 
you’ve had little sleep since-” She stopped, then went 
on. "I wouldn’t see anybody at all if I were you. Let 
them come, and then go. At a time like this you are to 
be excused, for—for anything!" 

"I don’t want to appear ungrateful. Miss Harper.” 
He avoided her bright eyes by glancing at the front 
door, then down at his big and awkward-looking hands. 
Folks mean well. They always do, I reckon.” 

Sadists, Mr. Grundy! Libby curled her usually soft 
lips. I hate to say it, but it is true. They want to keep 
a thing going. It's the old hens who like to make one 
suffer. Nothing would please them better than saying 
they saw tears falling down the cheeks of Abriel Grundy. 

I hate them for that. Once ill-fortune strikes the home, 
one should he allowed to at least try to forget it.” 

“You’ve got a lot of plain mule-sense, Miss Harper.” 
He managed to smile. “Sometimes, however, I think 
you re a little hard on people. No offense by that.” He 
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lifted a big hand, “It's just my way of saying things as 
1 think of them ” 

“Ahriel Grundy is one man who never irks me!” 
Her smile was wide, her even teeth sparkling like 
her eyes, “One doesn't have to go around wondering 
about you. You come right out with things, I—I’m happy 
about that part of you!” 

“I think,” he looked at the front door again, “Ill 
go to my room and lie down for a little spell, I guess 
I’m sort of tired,” 

“Do take a nap, please!” She stepped forward, putting 
her left hand up and lightly against his shoulder, “It 
will do you so much good. You’re too fine a man, Mr. 
Grundy, for us to let anything happen to you. Gomel I’ll 
fix the couch or the bed upstairs ” 

“No, no I” He again jerked up his hands. “Ill just 
raunch down and close my eyes for a little spell. When 
the others start arriving, Ill come right down. I’m not 
sleepy, really not sleepy!” 

“You’re tired, truly tired.” She again caught his arm, 
“You are tense without knowing it, and I see it in your 
face. Please let me bring you a cup of hot milk. It won’t 
spoil your dinner. It’ll only relax your long-strained 
nerves, I do so want to help you, Mr, Grundy. Please /” 

“Well—well, all right ” he frowned. 

Well, that was like her, like she had been almost 
from the start, petting, pampering and actually bother¬ 
ing one when there was no need for it. He turned to 
the right, walking to a broad oak door at the foot of a 
stairway. As he walked up the stairs he was conscious for 
the first time that his feet were heavy, a feeling of weari¬ 
ness filling his body, his legs and arms* 

His big room was in the north wing, overlooking the 
valley. Except for the addition of an extra bed, it had 
been unchanged since the day he was born in it under 
the dark-wood beams. 
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He did not want to lie on the bed. He wanted his 
old, deep horsehide chair by the window that let him 
look out and down on the valley. Night after night 
through the years he had sat here, watching fast trains 
streak up and down the valley, their long-raking head¬ 
lights gleaming a mile ahead of the locomotives, the 
windows of passenger coaches and Pullmans, glowing 
eyes, the mournful wail of whistles rolling up the slopes 
and bluffs in waves. 

It was quiet and snug here despite the size of the 
room and the gusts of wind against the outward sweep 
of the windows. Here was his own little world, and here 
he always seemed safe from the rest of it, a lonely man 
through lonely years, having his memories, and at times 
repenting for some of them. Wind against the windows, 
sleet dancing and slithering on the broad panes, always 
brought back that late and dark afternoon in the bam. 
That terrible afternoon when insane fury had over¬ 
whelmed whole soul and body, when yellow eyes blazed 
like the eyes in a maddened panther’s snarling face. 

It was a wonder, always a wonder, that he had not 
killed her there in the shadows of the long fodder and 
hay loft; a wonder that he had not torn her pretty head 
from her shoulders and beautiful legs and smooth white 
arms from her body, stomping her flesh and bones to 
bloody pulp. 

A man could be like that when the devil laid hands 
on him. Grundys before him had been like that, slow to 
anger, raging demons when it came. Catamounts, some 
had called them. Snarling, crushing, tearing and killing 
bull-apes. Quiet and gentle-voiced men usually, too often 
willing to turn the other cheek, afraid of no man on 
earth except themselves and the things they might do 
once they could stand no more, iron will suddenly 
snapping, the spark of the absolute maniac ignited. 

Joy had been like a pretty toy in his great hands. 
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For many days the blue-black marks of his fingers had 
been on her, the white flesh ugly and swollen, He had 
not struck her. No, not a blow! But it had been almost 
as bad. He had seized her by one ankle, whirling her 
above his head like a spinning doll in the air, around 
and around, Joy had been so terrorized and hurt only 
a faint cry had come out of her. Her pump—one of the 
beautiful pumps with rhinestone buckles he had bought 
for her in Chattanooga—had saved her, coming off and 
letting her go flying on over the fodder, A crash and her 
turning and hurling body had shattered the railing at 
the head of the stairs, A wild flip-over and she had gone 
rolling down, a helpless, broken little thing lying there 
in the darkness at the foot of the steps. 

And down there at the bottom of those stairs some¬ 
thing had come over Abriel Grundy, Something had 
flashed over the rocking, hulking beast who had come 
down with lowered head, out-thrust jaw and burning 
yellow eyes, big hands spread to tear the rest of her 
apart. Something had stopped him at the last moment, 
snatching the fury out of bun a split-second before mur¬ 
der was done. He had dropped to his knees, pulling the 
limp and unconscious little thing up in his arms, great, 
hoarse sobs choking him, the raging beast suddenly re¬ 
verting to man again. 

Small wonder that Joy had never walked again* Small 
wonder that she had kept as far away from him as pos¬ 
sible, deserting his bed where he had turned her from 
little girl to woman. Up here, only the two of diem know¬ 
ing the secret, she had returned to consciousness, her 
big eyes wide, wild and unbelieving as she stared at 
him, 

Joy, herself, had lied when the doctor came. She 
had kept lying through sixteen long, lonely-long years. 
And she had been so good at lying. Never once had 
she divulged the name or a hint of the name of the 
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man. Each time a word of it had come up she had 
thrown one of her hysterical fits, vowing her innocence— 
so sweet, so beautiful and so awfully, awfully helpless 
in her wicker wheelchair in the big old room in the 
south wing. For days and days each tirade, he had 
been unable to go near her, having been warned that 
she might break and become stark mad forever. 

But there was a man in that bam! A man holding Joy 
in his arms up there in the loft. Holding Abriel Grundy's 
Joy, making her cry, sob, moan and jabber her sweet 
nothings! With his own ears he had heard her* His own 
hands had told him things when he got to her. God, 
what man wouldn't know what had just been done to a 
woman when he threw her sprawling on her back, tore 
half her clothes off, and looked, and probed to make 
sure! 

And the man—that damned man!—had got away, over 
the fodder and hay, falling down a chute, and gone, the 
devil himself behind him* Gone, by God, and Joy would 
never tell nor even whisper his name! 

It was the dreaded skeleton of Rambling Gables, the 
lurking ghost, the deep, dark shadow on the mountain 
brow. If it had ever leaked out, not a word of it had ever 
come back to Abriel Grundy's ears* And it would have 
come back had it been told* White people would have 
spread it, the low white trash, the middle and upper 
class* The Negroes were not half as bad, usually keep¬ 
ing their mouths shut. 

Nothing would have escaped the lips of Kit and 
Blossom White, They belonged here; they would die 
here, son and daughter of former slaves, bom in the little 
string of seven small and neat stone slave houses north 
of the barn* They were here long before Abriel Grundy 
was bom, and as much a part of Rambling Gables as 
Rambling Gables itself. 

Esperanda Kelly was here six years, and twenty-five 
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now. A strange woman, one of those "high yallers” the 
young Negroes always talked and sang about. As far as 
Abriel Grundy could tell, Esperanda Kelly had never 
had a beau* giving even the handsome Amos Foley the 
cold shoulder. Like Kit and Blossom she lived here in 
the big house, in the rock-ribbed rooms in the base¬ 
ment. Like Kit and Blossom, Esperanda would die and 
go straight to hell before letting a word slip. She be¬ 
longed here; this was her place, her house, another link 
in the chain. Her salary was small, her outside wants 
few. Like Kit, Blossom, Amos and Miss Harper, Es¬ 
peranda had money in the hank and rarely a call to use 
a dollar of it. No one had ever been able to hire a 
Negro away from Rambling Gables. No one ever would. 

There was something wrong with Joy's back, they 
said; something that had gone out of place in her sup¬ 
posed accidental slip and tumble in the barn. There had 
been a twist, a turn or a kink the doctors could never 
find. And he had the best of them, specialists from Birm¬ 
ingham, Chattanoooga, Atlanta, Chicago, Boston, and 
New York. Abriel Grundy had spent a fortune on doc¬ 
tors, never counting the money, never caring as long as 
there was the faintest hope of seeing her walk again, 
and—maybe—seeing her smile once more. 

She had cut him to the hollow even while lying dead 
in her bed Thursday morning. Libby Harper had taken 
up her morning tray of coffee and toast at eight o clock, 
and had found her that way, Abriel Grundy had gone 
hurrying to her room the instant he had heard about it 
One look at the expression on Joys face had sent him 
reeling as if from an unseen blow of a fist in his face. 

What a sight, what a startling reminder! The same 
expression was on her face that had been there late 
that windy afternoon at the foot of the stairway. Her 
hand was up and above the pillow. In the barn her eyes 
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had been closed. On the pillow they were bright and 
staring lips curled and mocking. 

Even with death overcoming her, Joy had made those 
expressions* fixing them, leaving something to remind 
and haunt him to his dying day! The doctors had called 
it a cadaveric spasm, a sudden tightening and frantic 
gripping of muscles at the instant of "death* something 
usually brought on by great shock or the high climax 
of intense excitement. One look and he would remember 
always, remember and blame himself for the thing he 
had done to her. Right or wrong, he had done it. There 
was no escaping that fact. Never. 

"Now, the milk I” Libby Harpers voice startled him, 
jerked him forward, making him spring half from his 
chair, "It's nice and hot* and just the very thing you 
need." 

“Well—well, all right, Miss Harper," He slumped back 
in the chair, "I should be thankful, I guess, that it ain't 
in a bottle with a nipple on it." 

"Little difference if it were,” She laughed softly, teeth 
sparkling as always. "It'll do you good." 

He noticed that she had made a quick change of 
her dress and shoes, and had rearranged her hair. Now 
she was in something black and gauze-like, a breeze of a 
thing that seemed to bring out every sleek line and 
curve of her. Her pumps were high-heeled, touched with 
tiny buckles of silver—die kind of pumps he always liked 
to see on Joy's pretty feet. She had arranged her hair 
something like Joy s, too* her perfume the same, positive¬ 
ly the same, 

"I would think, now," he observed in that dry voice* 
“you are a bit too fetching for the kind of company well 
receive this evening.” 

"But, after all,” she half-smiled, "I am merely a servant 
in the house and—" 

"Servant?” He cut her short with a frown. "Tve never 
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thought of you like that, Miss Harper. And yet,” he 
added, looking out the window, "what else but a 
servant could you or any of us be in Rambling Gables? 
Black or white, we are all just that, each a servant of 
the other in one way or another. Life," he smiled, sud¬ 
denly looking up at her, “is like that, the baker baking 
bread for the bankers wife, the banker keeping books 
for the baker, ‘each but a link in the eternal chain.’ None 
escape it, none can break it. Thank you. He lifted the 
glass. “Seems that I started life sipping at something 
about like this. Wonder what’s keeping Kitty and the 
others?* 

"The photographer, of course !* 9 

"Photographer?* 

“Oh, yes!" she laughed lightly. “Making pictures of 
the grave and the huge banks of flowers. You left it en¬ 
tirely up to the undertaker, and rest assured he will take 
care of himself and his associates as long as they’ll split 
their profits * 

“Well—well, maybe / 9 He took a sip of the hot milk 
and looked hack and down out the window, watching a 
long freight train coming up the valley. A link in the 
eternal chain, I guess ” He took another sip from the 
glass, and looked up with a quick frown, “Say, what's in 
this besides milk?*’ 

“A few drops of almond extract—to make it slightly 
more palatable. Like it ?* 9 

“Not too well/* His thin smile came back. “But don’t 
let it bother you. As a child, I was probably most 
thoroughly apd properly managed. My mother was a 
strong-handed woman. When she weaned, she weaned.” 

She laughed and walked away to the east side of the 
room to make some slight adjustment to a window blind 
and curtain. He could not resist the temptation to let 
his eyes follow her, strangely stirred by the faint and in¬ 
visible aura of perfume she had left around him* 
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Surely now she was like Joy, larger, of course, fuller, 
yet somehow more stately. He did uot want to admit it. 
Consciously, he didn't admit it, and yet it was just pos¬ 
sible that she was even better looking than Joy. There 
was something more womanly about her, something 
stronger, more self-assured. Joy had been on the toy 
side, more or less, not just exactly all a large man 
needed, not quite enough despite her charms—a shade 
too much to the little girl side. 

He was always remembering that first night in the 
bed—the old bed where he was bom. It had been a little 
too much like a man between the sheets with a child, 
the struggling, the moaning, the sharp outcrys and a long 
fit of sobbing and trembling as she lay against him, bit¬ 
ing her lips, whispering brokenly, begging in a hushed 
tone. 

Abriel Grundy had known about women. He had al¬ 
ways hated the thought of being a beast in anything. He 
had patience, sometimes so strong he might have been 
rated close to Job of the Bible. Night after night, after 
that first one, he had continued to be gentle, handling 
her as a man would try to gentle a ^frisky and scared 
colt or filly, knowing that an overt act or a quick word 
might undo everything. Slowly, carefully, he had brought 
her along the way, teaching her, giving her plenty of 
time, helping her all he could. One did not grab his 
reins in hands and teeth and ride like a fool. 

He ventured another look at Libby Harper, eyes 
widening, a quickening of the pulse flooding through 
him. That darned black thing she was wearing was too 
thin, not enough under it. The window was long, coming 
within only eight inches of the floor. Beyond it, the light 
seemed unusually bright for such an afternoon. It was 
coming through her, through that thin, gauzy thing, 
bringing out the lines, showing far more of her than 
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was good for any man with a spark of fire left in his 
veins. 

Oh, well, there was yet the milk. He finished the rest, 
down to an inch in the bottom of the glass, and set the 
glass aside. Another glance, a quick one, sped to the 
shape at the window. At that instant, she turned away 
from it, going with sharp sure strides to the out-curving 
windows in the north end of the room <atnd suddenly 
whipping aside the curtains to stare toward the barn, 

“No!*' she gasped. “Oh, nol" 

“What is it?" Abriel Grundy was on his feet with 
a surge. “Sounds like Amos having trouble." 

“The stallion, yes!" She thrust the curtains wider as he 
loomed behind her, “He must have broken away!" 

It was Black Night in the barnyard, fury itself let 
loose inside the high-planked fence. Amos had evidently 
taken him out of his thick-walled stall to water him. A 
devil at best, the stallion had lunged and kicked away 
from him, dragging his long halter-shank and speeding 
like a cyclone from the hallway of the bam. 

For a few seconds it was almost beautiful down there. 
Beautiful in an awesome way* Black Night was kicking 
up the earth, pitching, curving, throwing himself high 
in the air, body rolling, muscles rippling under the shin¬ 
ing black hide. For a little while he seemed to have for¬ 
gotten Amos, everything but himself. He was merely 
lunging, bucking, kicking. At one instant be was on his 
forefeet, his heels high in the air, then the forefeet were 
up, pawing, striking, black mane a rolling and whipping 
cloud, black tail a lashing banner, eyes walling, his 
snorts and whistling filling the air with his fury. 

Amos might have kept his distance. It was his eleventh 
year at Rambling Gables. Abriel Grundy had tried to 
teach him all he knew in the art of handling horses, 
mules and cattle. Some men were not given to listening, 
remembering and assimilating education in many forms. 
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Amos was one of them, and now he was going right out 
in the barnyard, his big hands empty. 

“Watch him!" Grundy reached around Libby and 
opened one of the tall casement windows, swinging 
it outward, the wind still for the moment “Get a club 
or something! 1 * 

It was a warning that came almost too late. Black 
Night seemed to have measured the big Negros dis¬ 
tance, getting him just where he wanted him. The horse 
had wheeled. Stallion-fashion, he was sweeping forward, 
head down, mouth open, long teeth bared, tail straight 
out behind him—a" black devil bent on a swift kill, 

Amos was only a little slow. He waited, then leaped 
to his left. On his forefeet with his last wild jump, the 
horse caught him with a side-twisting blow of his rump. 
Amos stumbled, going down, the stallion wheeling, 
snorting. Like a jumping-jack Amos came up, the horse s 
teeth snapping like a great dog s at his right shoulder as 
he leaped clear. Then he made his next mistake, the 
worst of them all. Amos turned his back to the maddened 
horse and started to run, straight away from him, his eyes 
big, round and white. 

Black Night could have asked for nothing better. 
Like an indicator on a wind-vane, he had made his turn, 
gathered himself, and now he was right behind the 
Negro, ears flat against his head, the black muzzle 
thrust forward, month open, 

“Jump!** yelled Grundy, his own eyes big and popping. 
"Right or left, Amos! Right or left!" 

Amos stumbled instead, going down, Libby screamed, 
body surging back, pressing, appearing to flame against 
Grundy’s chest and stomach, terror in her eyes. 

Black Night was atop Amos, the kill certain. Like 
man, a horse could make a mistake. Black Night made 
it, probably afraid of tangling his shining black hoofs. 
He fiddled them, tumbled himself, and down he was 
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going, Negro and horse appearing to ball press and 
wad together there on the hard chert-floored ground. 

Amos was out of it first, his terror turned to madness. 
His head, his hands and arms appeared. Balled clubs of 
fist rained blows against the side of the black-beast head. 
A hand opened, pushed the mean muzzle to one side, 
and Amos and horse were coming up. 

“Keep him down! 3 * Grundv-helpless at the distance 
-was yelling again, “Get a half-hitch on his jaw with the 
halter-shank if you can! Half-hitch, Amos, half-hitch! 

“Yes, suh, Mr, AbrielP Amos Foley s voice came up to 
the window, a wail, a frightful cry of terror, a moan that 
might have been from the lost soul of someone dying, 
“Yes, suh, Mr. Ahriel!” 

"Keep him down!” 

“Yes, suh, Mr. Abriel, ya-a-s-, su-uhl” 

The furious struggle was still on. A lightning twist, 
intentional or accidental, brought the horse down again. 
,Amos flapped across the sleek neck, holding the stallions 
head to the ground and shoving up the long muzzle, 
hands fighting, pawing and clawing with a loop of the 
hard-rope halter-shank. Out of the struggle, the Negro's 
voice lifted again, stronger, more certain. 

“I got *im, Mr. Abriel!” 

“Whip him!” Grundy's order was like the bawling of 
a mean bull “Master him now or never, Amos! Master 
him!” 

“I'm—Tns gonta kill ’im, Mr, Abriel!' 

“Kill 3 im and be done with the devil!” 

Black Night had cost a flat ten thousand dollars. 
Right at the moment the horse was not worth a dime, 

“Look!” hissed Libby Harper, still pressed against 
him, face ghastly through her make-up. 'Arnos has 
him in hand!” 

It was the Negros turn now, the horse having lost 
the advantage, the hard-cutting rope half-hitched in 
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his bare and tender month. The rope was half-inch 
Manila and ten feet long. On the free end it had been 
braided into a long, handle-like knot* making it twice as 
thick, 

Amos struck his first blow straight to the top of the 
stallions head, the heavy knot coming down like a black¬ 
jack, Black Night came up in spite of it. He wheeled. 
Positions reversed, he tried to get away* at the same time 
the devil in him wanting to throw his swift, iron-shod 
heels in the Negro's face. 

_ "Manage him!" bawled Cmndy. “YouVe got him now* 
AmosP 

“Yes, sir, I got ’im, Mr, Abriell* There was a cer¬ 
tain, fiendish burst of laughter in Amos' voice. "He’s 
all mine!” 

"Whip him to the ground!” 

“To the ground yes, sir, Mr. Abriel!” 

"It—it’s terrible!" Libby’s voice was a sob a minute 
later, "He—he’s killing Black Night!” 

“Well buy another!” Grundy bit out the words. Un¬ 
consciously* he had both arms around her now, her 
breasts cupped up in his forearm, "You have to master 
them, or they’ll kill you! Once Amos -masters him, he’ll 
have no more trouble. You’ve seen how that horse treats 
me. He comes to me, follows me like a dog and is as 
gentle as a child. You or the horse are the master. Never 
let any fool tell you anything else. It’s you or the horse.” 

It looked as if Amos Foley were whipping the horse 
to death. Black Night could not get away from him. His 
mouth was dripping blood, the hard ropp sawing. Blow 
after blow of the long rope was falling on his back and 
flanks, popping like small guns, slashing, raising welts 
larger than a man’s thumbs. 

Time after time Black Night tried to get away. Once 
it seemed as if Amos were about to quit. Grundy bawled 
his warning. 
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‘"Keep it ups Amos! Make him hit ground like I told 
you!* 

It lasted two minutes longer. The wind was back, fish¬ 
tailing, icy-cold laden with gusts of sleet. In spite of it, 
Amos Foley’s face was bright and streaming with per¬ 
spiration down there, great white ropes of sweat-lather 
beginning to pour from the horse, his belly dripping as 
if he had fust dipped it in a creek. 

The break came suddenly, as always with unruly 
horses. Turning, trying to wheel, trying to kick, doing 
everything he could to get away. Black Night made 
one more wheel, facing the Negro, As though his forefeet 
and legs had become rubber, Black Night slumped and 
fell, sweating and bloody muzzle at Amos Foley's feet. 
A noise came out of him, a sound that might have been 
a long-held bawl from a dying cow. The rope fell again, 
again and again, furiously, lightning-like, all of Amos 
brute strength behind it. At each stroke Black Night 
bawled, begging, crying, the devil taken out of the devil. 

"On yo’ feet now!” cried Amos, eyes shining in his wet 
and glistening yellow face, “On yo’ feet, you damned 
black devill On yo’ feet an' meet yo' master!” 

More blows struck. The horse dropped twice more, 
bawling, crying, tail down, mane slopping. When he 
came up the last time he thrust his head forward, under 
Amos’ arm, hugging to him, begging for mercy, a 
whimpering bawl coming from him, 

“You po* devil!” 

Amos Foley dropped the rope. Suddenly both his 
arms were around the horse’s neck. He pulled the black 
head to his yellow cheek, A rush of tears came from his 
eyes, dripping, hoping, skipping down his cheeks, splat¬ 
tering in the mane* \ 

“You po’ devill I never whipped no hoss befol You— 
you po' devill” 
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was terrible, terrible!” Libby was still against 
him, his arms around her. “I thought Black Night would 
kill him! What's Amos doing now? He looks like he's 
crying” 

“He is” Abriel Grundy's tone was hoarse; a lump 
was in his throat- “He's actually sorry for what he's 
done. Good thing the horse isn't a woman. She'd be 
making him pay through the nose for the rest of his 
life, 

“Oh, excuse me. Miss Harper!” He tried to get back 
and away from her, arms coming down. With his big, 
solid form suddenly gone from her back, she staggered. 
He caught her, steadying her, his broad hands on her 
shoulders, and rocked her straight on her feet, “I guess 
we were both excited!" 

“It's all right" She tried to laugh, and made only 
a little bird-like flutter of sound, lips still trembling. 
“Look! Black Nights going to follow Amos back in the 
barn! Now Ill bet Black Night's spirit is broken," 

“Hokum!" He got that out in a steady tone, com¬ 
pletely away from her now, only her warmth remaining, 
‘“Those who know only a little about horses would al¬ 
ways say that. Black Night will respect Amos from now 
on, and I doubt that Amos will ever have to lay the 
weight of his hand on him again. You wait and see." 

“Wait and see?" She turned, following him as he 
moved back to his chair. She hesitated. “I don't sup¬ 
pose I'll be here much longer, Mr- Grundy, I was think¬ 
ing I would have to leave." 

34 
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“Leave?” He looked up at her, the excitement of the 
scene in the barnyard having drained from his face, 
“Why?” 

“Well, I can't see anything else to do-” She folded 
her hands in front of her, looking down at them, “With 
Mrs, Joy gone, there won't be much of a place here for 
me” 

“Oh, that, now!” He turned his head, quickly looking 
out the window and rubbing his chin thoughtfully. “Why 
—I hadn't thought of it, Miss Harper, Everything has 
happened so suddenly, so unexpectedly, there hasn't 
been time to think,” 

“And you have taken it so grandly,” She came closer, 

“As you always take things. Like—like Amos and Black 
Night, terror at one moment, peace at the next, I can't 
help admiring you for so many of your fine qualities, 
your courage, your constant display of magnificent 
stamina,” 

“Miss Harper, you can say the darndest tilings!" 

He looked back and up at her, smiling. Her breast 
was right in front of his nose, mounds that seemed to 
strain forward in their thin covering, vibrant, pulsating, 
the aroma of her perfume filling his lungs, a strange, 
sensuous quiver running through him. Quickly, he turned 
his head again, feeling out of place, wishing something 
would call her away from him, put of the room, out of 
his sight. 

“What I say is true.” She seemed such a long, long 
time answering. “I have been here seven years, I have 
seen all, known all. It has become home to me, my place. 
Foolishly, I suppose, I developed the notion I would al¬ 
ways be here,” 

“Well, you haven't gone yet,” He glanced back at her. 
As if magnets stopped his eyes, they came to a halt on 
that breast ortce more, so close to him. He looked quickly 
away, “There yet may be some way. You've been most 
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efficient. To tell you the truth/* he was scowling now, 
words coming that he did not want to say, “I wouldn’t 
know just how to get along in this old house without 
you * 

"And you speak of me saying the darndest things!” 
She startled him now. All at once she had swayed against 
him, her hands slipping forward, soft and warm, going 
on and clasping around his neck, pulling his head to her 
breast. He felt them against his cheek, firm and round, 
standing out, taunting, suddenly maddening. "You—you 
are so understanding ” 

He sat there still and straight, afraid to move, not 
wanting to move unless it would be closer. When he 
found his voice, it was hoarse, weak, on the side of 
a croak, 

“It will take care of itself. Things always do,” 

"You poor, sad and lonely man!” Her face came 
forward, cheek lowering against the top of his head, 
its smoothness, its warmth coming through his hair, “All 
you need or will ever need is a little understanding, 
somebody to love you as you should be loved and un¬ 
derstood . , * Forgive me, Mr, Grundy!” She stepped 
back, so quickly she again startled him. 'Tm sorry! I 
didn’t mean to be so bold! Stay here. Rest. You need it; 
you must have it. Please don't bother to come down until 
I come back and tell you the callers have started arriv¬ 
ing. I could handle everything if you would just leave 
it to me.” 

With that she was gone, snatching up the glass, mak¬ 
ing her quick turn, and giving him no chance to answer 
her. Amazed, not knowing just what to do or say, he 
turned his head. His eyes followed her, sweeping her 
up and down. The horse man, the mule man, was seeing 
all, reading everything. 

He looked back out the window, expelling a long 
breath and licked his warm and strangely dry lips. 
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Inside his big chest his heart hammered, raced, seemed 
to skip, tp hop a beat or two. The pulse had quickened., 
A delightful quivering filled him from head to toes, a 
spark lighting, flickering and appearing to dance wild¬ 
ly in his eyes. 
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She was in the large old kitchen making a pot 
of coffee when Amos Foley came in at the back door. 
Hat in hand, and a smile on his face, he looked little 
worse for wear after his battle with the black Belgium 
stallion. She turned, looking him up and down before 
she spoke, 

“And just a little while ago, Amos, I thought Td 
never see you walking around and alive again! 

“Black Night ain't right bad. Miss Libby/' He moved 
on to his old place at the end of a little cook table before 
a window, easing himself into a chair. ( Hes just so 
full of life, he's bumin up all the time.** 

“But he must have hurt you, Amos?” 

“He shook me a little. Miss Libby.” He grinned now. 
“By tomorrow, I'may be feelin' so' all over. But, any¬ 
how,” he shugged, turning his small hat in his hands, 
“we friends now. Coin' to stay that way. He knows I 
can whop 'im. Mr. Abriel whopped 'im once, only he 
used a piece of rubber hose that popped like a bustin' 
plank ever'time he hit a lick. Hurts me to see anything 
hurt, but he'd tried to run a fast one on Mr. Abriel, 
whirlin' on him, goin' to cave his head in with his front 
feet. Mr. Abriel's the wrong man for any crazy horse to 
fool with/' 
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“Do you think Mr. Abdels cruel, Amos?” 

* “Cruel?" Amos Foley's eyes widened as he looked 
up at her, then he smiled and slowly shook his head* 
"No, ma’am, nary a mean bone in Mr. AbrieL He's 
a plumb fool round stock. Yo've seen 'im walk through 
the big pasture north of the bam. Ever*, cow, horse 
an’ mule in it turns an' follows 'im* Sometimes " he 
laughed lightly, toying with his hat again, "folks say 
hes half-man, half-boss, Miss Libby. He could just about 
sleep in the same stall with Black Night, an’ not get a 
bit hurt." 

"Ton think a lot of him, don't you, Amos?* 

Got a right to, Miss Libby." He chuckled. "He 
treats me good. That goes as you know for everybody 
in the place* An’ now. Miss Libby—” 

"Well, go on, Amos!” It was little short of an im¬ 
patient order. He had stopped right in the middle of 
what he was going to say, had stopped turning the 
hat, simply staring at it, "Never arouse a woman's 
curiosity and leave her dangling. Say it!” 

“My mouth's too big, Miss Libby. I'm always pokin' 
my feet in it " 

“Go on!” She made a swift move of her feet, high 
heels a prancing sound on the hard floor* "Say it, 
Amos!" 

"Well—well, ma’am, don’t get mad at me." He let 
the hat drop to the floor, looking upr at her* "I never 
wants or aims to make anybody mad at me. I was just 
thinkin' that now Mrs* Joys gone, you might—well, 
ma'am, you might be marryin' Mr. AbrieL” 

"Why, Amos Foley!" 

"Its my big mouth, ma'am!" 

"But—but what ever made you think of—of such a 
thing!” 

"I don't know, ma’am," 

Amos Foley!” She laughed right out, her eyes spar- 
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Wing, feet making those prancing movements again. 
“What a dreadfully foolish thing to say I Are you crazy? 

"Monkey-like, Miss Libby he laughed with her* 
“Foolish notions are always floatin' through my fool¬ 
ish mind* Still, though,” he added, after a second of 
serious thought, “they sometimes do work out. You 
know what some say about a blue-gum yellow man 
born with a veil on his face,” 

“Now, I see it all and straight through you,” She 
smiled, hands on her hips, eyes still sparkling, “You're 
turning fortune teller all of a sudden! Ill bet you 
want a quarter,” 

“I ain't turnin’ nothin', Miss Libby,” He picked up 
his little hat* “An I ain't lookin' for no quarter, no 
nothin'. It’s somethin’ just come to me. Don't pay no 
mind to it. Still, though” he frowned, “you could do 
yonder heap worse in your life—an' I know Mr. Abriel 
could, too,” 

“The coffee is ready, Amos." She turned back to the 
range, pouring him a cup and sitting in on the table, 
“Drink a cup and cool your head. I see Uncle Kit and 
Auntie Blossom coming with Esperanda in the seat 
between them ” She had glanced out the window and 
down the windy road along die brow. “One of these 
days, if I may make a prophecy now, youH be marrying 
Esperanda.” 

“Esperanda!” He looked up with big, half-startled 
eyes* “Now, you would jus’ go right on an' fix it to 
get even with me, I ain't study in' about marry in' no 
Esperanda, No, ma'am, no Esperanda, Miss Libby!” 

“She's awfully pretty, Amos! Really beautiful.” 

“Yeah,” he frowned, “she’s pretty, she's plenty pretty. 
Most ever' colored boy I know would like to date her, 
but she's no gal for Amos Foley. No, ma’am. She's a 
blue-gum just like me. Some folks, white an’ colored, 
say if they bite you it's just like a rattlesnake!” 
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"And you are foolish enough to believe that, Amos? 
I m surprised at you! You couldn’t possibly believe such 
nonsense. It’s what Mr. Abriel would cal] hog-wash.” 
“Yes, ma’am, he said that once” 

"Don't you trust him, Amos?” 

**Ye$, Miss Libby, yes, ma'am, anywhere, any oY time 
or place, Mr, Abdel's my folks* my boss, my man, an' 
nobody's got a better one.” 

‘Then quit being so foolish, Amos ” 

‘M&ybe you re right. Miss Libby.” He laughed wryly. 
"But I ain't takin' no chances. If, now, it did happen 
to be true and she happened to take a fightin' spell an' 
bit me an—an' I got mad an' I bit her, then we'd both 
be in jail for murder ” 

"After you were both dead?” 

“Well, it might not be my luck to die right off ” He 
grinned again. T might, hang on alive just long enough 
for them to let me in that big ol' electric chair down 
in Montgomery. After they turned on about a million 
bolts of that oY electricity, where’d I be? Maybe I'm 
afraid of women. Miss Libby ” 

"Afraid of women?” She looked at him narrowly, 
a quick little palpitation taking place in the wings of 
her nostrils. Another glance out the window showed 
that Old Kit and his rig were still at a distance* T 
wonder now if you really are.” 

"Maybe, maybe not.” He was staring at his hat. 
“Guess I'm just careful. Miss Libby, an' don't want 
no trouble.” 

“Yes, you're careful enough, Amos.” A strange lit¬ 
tle whispery catch had suddenly come into her voice, 
eyes still narrow, the palpitation of the nostrils faster, 
paleness in her cheeks, a tenseness appearing to tremble 
up and down her body, up from the trim ankles, through 
the full hips and on as if to set the bosom quivering. 
"Very careful” 
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"Uh, yes, ma’am” He looked up as if pricked by 
a pin, eyes beginning to stare, something like fear 
clouding them, "I guess maybe I am, yes, ma’am,” 

"Amos, I'm going to tell you something,” Her voice 
was low, jumpy. She had glanced out the window 
again, then at the door to the other part of the house, 
at the windows, all around the kitchen. Her high heels 
made that quick little sound again. “I was out there in 
the barn this afternoon ” 

“Yes, um.” He sat as if backed up in his chair. “Yes, 
ma'am. I was sorry ’bout the eggs. Miss Libby,'' 

"Maybe I didn’t come for eggs, Amos," 

"No eggs, ma'am?” 

"Maybe, Amos,” she leaned the upper part of her 
body closer, hands white on her hips, "I came to see 
something. Something I wanted to see, and—and 
something I did see.” 

“Ye-yeah'am?" 

"In the fodder loft, Amos" 

"Oh, ye-yeah'am?" Slowly now he was coming up, 
rising like something growing from the chair, the coffee 
she had poured for him untouched on the table, "I 
don’t know what you means, ma'am " 

"I heard her, Amos!” Her voice hissed. She glanced 
out the window, then swiftly back at him. "Many nights. 
God, what a time she was having. You must be a 
mighty man, Amos." 

“You—you got me, Miss Libby,” He was back against 
the wall at the end of the table now, little hat crushed 
and twisted in his big hands. “I don't know what you 
talkin’ ’bout" 

"I’m only telling you, Amos." Her tone bad become 
merely a breath. "No one else, Amos. Just you. No 
one else. No one! The secret’s here.” She pressed her 
breast. "Just between us two, Amos.” 

"Ye-ye-yeah'amr He was like a yellow mule about 
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to hee-haw, his face drained of blood, eyes popping. 
“Ye-yeaham. Jus* us two. Only—onlyhe tried to 
stiffen, "I don't know what yo’re talkin' *bout, Miss 
Libby" 

"I saw the place!” Again there was that frightening, 
terrible tense hiss. “In the fodder. Maybe, Amos, Mr. 
Grundy came home too soon. Yes, Amos, maybe he 
got home too soon. Don't those words mean something 
to you?" 

T—I'm scared, ma’am." His big eyes walled. For 
a moment it looked as if he were about to burst out 
crying, “He-please gimmie time to catch up with my¬ 
self!” 

“All right, Amos ” She stepped back, hands drop¬ 
ping from her breast. She gave her head a quick shake, 
and laughed softly. 'Take your time, all you want. But 
drink your coffee. Then you can go out and take care 
of the team for Uncle Kit ” 

“Yes, ma'a-a-m.” He picked up the coffee, spilling it, 
slopping it halfway to his lips, and let the cup down 
shakingly. “I don't want no coffee. I go take care of 
the team." 

“Amos," She stopped him at the door, lifting a fore¬ 
finger and pressing it to her lips. “Just between us two.” 
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Lemon-colored, and in her new fur-trimmed 
black coat, Esperanda Kelly made a striking picture. 
She was five feet ten and weighed close to one hundred 
and seventy, but she was as light as a dancer in every 
move. First out of the buggy, her eyes shining from 
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the cold, she turned the moment she struck ground* 
helping Old Kit and Bloossom down, both big and very 
dark, each past seventy yet still strong and straight- 
backed, 

Amos Foley might have been miles away as far as 
the younger woman was concerned, for she no more 
than glanced at him, and turned to follow the hur¬ 
rying older couple on inside the house, Libby Harper 
seemed to be waiting for them in the kitchen. 

“There's hot coffee for you,'* she told them as they 
hastily started their unbundling, "How was the funeral?" 

"Fine, Miss Libby!” Auntie Blossom answered her* 
mopping at her fogged glasses, “Some of the best 
eryin' an* takin' on you ever did hear in all your 
born days." 

"Crying* Auntie? Kitty, of course!” 

“No, 'am,” Blossom White shook herself free from 
her heavy coat, "Miz Joy’s kinfolks was there. They 
knowed just how to do it on. Holy roller woman in 
church got up an* squalled like a wild pussy cat gone 
crazy for sure ” 

The arrival of the three servants was like a signal 
for the rest to arrive. Automobiles were coming before 
Amos had time to get the team into the bam, 

Libby left the kitchen with quick steps. In a few 
moments she was quietly going up to Abriel Grundy's 
room, having slipped off her high-heeled pumps at the 
foot of the stairs to keep from making a sound. 

Eyes closed* head dropped forward and his chin 
resting on his chest* Abriel Grundy was like a sleep¬ 
ing giant in the big chair by the window. His feet 
were on a black leather foot stool, hands crossed on 
his lap, the weight of the world appearing registered 
in his relaxed face, the light and shadows dancing 
around him from the brightly burning fireplace, 

Abriel Grundy was right where he belonged* where 
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he should stay. He had slept hut little since the morning 
his wife had been found dead. He was weary without 
truly realizing it. The hot milk with the sedative had 
slumped him like a baby; his breathing was deep and 
gentle as the woman moved closer and stood leaning 
over him to listen. 

Noiselessly on her bare feet, she moved back to 
the fire. It was burning steadily. To make certain no 
sparks would pop and fly, she brought the big brass 
screen forward and put it in place. She glanced at 
Grundy, and then moved on toward the door, easing 
it closed behind her. At the foot of the stairs she 
slipped her slender feet back into the high-heeled 
pumps, felt her hair and the neat little knot at the 
back of her head, and moved on into the central room, 

Kitty Gmndy had returned. Hanging close to her 
were the Goodly brothers. Dr, Sam and Dr. George, 
the first about forty-two, the other closer to forty. They 
were tall, square-shouldered men, red-headed, ruddy- 
faced and inclined toward the raw-boned, both known 
for their strong leanings to goodlooldng women, but 
each having escaped marriage so far, 

A glance at Kitty Grundy told most of it. Eyes 
sparkling now from the cold, her smile broad and 
quick, she looked like anything but a girl who had 
just returned from burying her mother. An inch tallar 
and a few pounds heavier, she was a true copy of her 
mother; the same hair, the same eyes, footsteps quick, 
certain, with a way of making a turn that made her 
dancer-like on her feet, all her curves showing in the 
swirl and' sway of her clothing, 

Libby Harper moved on into the big old parlor in 
the north end of the house. Here was the place for 
the guests, and there were a dozen men and women 
now gathered in the room. Uncle Kit and Esperanda 
were on the job. Esperanda had brought in the tea 
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cart laden with coffee, tea and snacks. Far more ap- 
predated was Kit, the grand-aired old black man with 
his white mutton-chops and his long-tailed black coat— 
and his little bar on wheels. 

It was the usual after-the-funeral gathering of the 
supposed better class. Some had not been to the fu¬ 
neral, not within a mile of it, and had had no thought 
of going. Others would soon arrive, glad of a chance 
to join any crowd, especially one where Uncle Kit White 
managed the refreshments, complimenting the men and 
women alike, knowing just how each and every one 
wanted His drink mixed, the right amount of brandy, 
bourbon, rye or gin, and seeing that every thirst was 
quickly quenched. 

Libby Harper moved in and out, knowing that she, 
too, would be a topic of conversation once the drinks 
grew warm in cold stomachs and tongues loosened. 

Few of these people, if any, had ever really ac¬ 
cepted Joy Grundy. She was a Farlow, therefore hill¬ 
billy, product of the plain-board tenant shack, reared 
like a goat to romp the fields, the gullies, the mountains 
and valleys. 

Some Farlow, somewhere, was always in jail or in 
the bushes hiding from the law. Old Judge Farlow, 
Joys gun-totin’ father, probably had the most appreci¬ 
ated reputation of them all. He made the best com 
whiskey that had ever come out of Greasy Cove. Those 
supposed to know the truth about everything, even to 
the liquor they swallowed,. gave Old Jude credit for 
never spiking his barrels with fresh cow-manure to 
hurry his mash during cold weather months. 

Most of those who had come here in the past had 
come only out of respect for Abriel Grundy. A few 
mothers probably continued to hold hope for long- 
eligible daughters who had missed the boat of matri¬ 
mony for some reason or another. Too many good 
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prospects had married those pretty things of the val¬ 
leys, the hills and ridges only to have their boats blow 
up under them after the newness of the iesh had 
worn off. 

And there, of course, had been Joy Grundy's heart, 
and the pleasant prospect that it could not last too 
long. For many it was a silver lining on the darkest 
cloud. Both Dr. Sam and Dr. George Goodly had 
said that it was liable to suddenly stop beating at any 
moment of the night or day. Then poor Abriel Grundy 
would be left alone again, up here in his grand old 
Rambling Gables with a thousand or two acres of 
good land to its fine name, and money simply molding 
and rotting in banks from New Orleans to Roanoke. 

Eyes followed Libby Harper as the crowd grew. No 
one had really missed poor AbrieFs absence. He was 
a queer sort at best—just as apt to show up as not 
The Harper creature was the one to watch now. The 
men took full stock of her as they always did when 
coming here, measuring her stride, her sway and swing, 
and the women were smart enough to see what the men 
were seeing. 

Of course, opportunity presenting, all men were 
reprobates from pious parson to slobbering sot, right 
down to bald and screw-faced little Napoleon Plunkett. 
Just now he was half-hiding in the comer in his in¬ 
evitable gray bag for a suit, funeral or no funeral, and^ 
with those new dentures that had a habit of either 
trying to jump from his face or clattering like the 
swift hoofs of scared mules on a rocky road each time 
Nappy opened his whistle-puckered little mouth. 

Rain or shine, hot or cold, there were callers at 
Rambling Gables every Sunday afternoon. Many man¬ 
aged to drop in just at the right moment to be asked 
to the dining room for Sunday dinner, an event that 
usually took place between two and three in the after- 
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noon. Some made it a point to go to the big upstairs 
room in the south wing with flowers or candy for the 
little mistress confined to her four walls, her small 
wicker wheelchair and wide-sweeping windows over¬ 
looking the valley. On rare occasions Joy Grundy allowed 
herself and her chair to be brought down to the parlor 
or the huge central room, Libby Harper had always 
come to her rescue, getting her away and back to the 
place she liked best within an hour or two. 

Libby Harper knew her business, and knew her place. 
Most of these people regarded her as a servant, a 
person to be seen but not heard unless necessity brought 
up a question that called for an answer. She knew them 
for what they were, moving gracefully, and being 
charmingly polite to all while bending a knee to none. 
Her beautiful complexion, her well-molded figure and 
thin trail of perfume brought ill-concealed delight to 
men, envy to wives, widows and yet-hopefuls. 

With Miss Harper gone from the room and Kitty 
still being kept to the other by the two doctors, it 
was red-haired, roly-poly Judette Plunkett—and her 
second bourbon—who loosened up the conversation, 
getting it away from the beastly weather prattle. 

“Well, it looks like its over." The tall feathers on 
her green hat waggled. Her heels were shoved for¬ 
ward on the rug, her fatted calves crossed. "Our pretty 
little Joy finally lies ready for *de amoldin* in the col', 
col', grounV I suppose certain ones and some right 
here in the crowd, are relieved and old hopes revived 
now that our dear Abriel is again eligible for the 
hook best-baited for the catch * 

"Judetter 

That one word appeared to jump as a low cry of 
despair from every comer and occupied seat in the 
room. Backs had suddenly stiffened. Mouths flew open 
and eyes were staring. 
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“Shocking, ill-mannered and positively bitchy—I 
know,” Judette Plunkett turned her big and perfectly 
angelic brown eyes on Uncle Kit as she waited for her 
refill, “Truth has a way of jarring most of ns right 
down to onr naked bottoms.” 

“My dear, my dear!” Even little Mr, Napoleon Plun¬ 
kett was startled. He had come to his feet, lips quiver- 
* ing, dentures slipping and rattling. Some of his one 
and only small glass of gin and bitters spilled on his 
hand. “That, my dear Tootsie, is—” 

“Is what, Boneypart?” The big brown eyes had sud¬ 
denly lost their angelic softness and were two round 
bullets centering on Mr, Plunkett's scared face, “Were 
you about to say something?” 

“Why—no, my dear!” Mr. Plunkett jack-knifed and 
pushed the baggy seat of his gray pants back into his 
chair, 

"Wart!” 

“Judette,” ripped in someone's sharper voice, "you’re 
a bully!" 

“A fat she-catl” hissed another, 

“The old maid chorus!" Judette Plunkett glared at 
Annibell Rukkus and Modella Lane, pulled up her feet, 
and laughed. “I expected it, but don't call me names,” 
“You could be decent at a time like this, Judette!” 
snapped miss Rukkus. “It is positively—" 

“Obscene!” finished Miss Lane, 

“Oh, is that so?” Judette Plunketts curling lip should 
have been enough to tell them the worst was coming, 
“No more, I'm sure, my dears, than having a couple 
of damn bastards and fanning them out to the wives 
of country cousins!” 

“Judette!” Mr. Plunkett had again leaped to his feet, 
managing to hold the dentures this time. “You don’t 
know what you're saying!” 
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“Quiet!” She withered him back in his^chair. “Modella 
and Annibell understand me perfectly. 

“I’m going home!” Miss Rukkus bounced to her feet. 
“I didn’t come here to be insulted-” 

“By a whiskey-slopping old cow!” Again Miss Lane 
had finished it, rising an instant behind Miss Rukkus. 
“The next time I cast a shadow in Abriel Grundy s 

“Will be when first opportunity affords an excuse!” 
hastily chopped in the cantankerous Judette. , 

She had to call the last sentence after them as they 
disappeared through the doorway. The parlor was now 
left in what one might have called a throttled uproar. 
Some faces were red and strained as if holding back 
laughter. Other were still, straight and white, eyes 
large and staring. No one let a sound escape for three 
long minutes. Mr. Plunkett broke the silence with a 
hacking little cough. 

Two big tears suddenly appeared on Judette s lashes, 
and skipped in bright globules down her cheeks. A sob 
shook her voice. “Well, as usual, I suppose I've spoiled 
the party!” 
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It was after midnight before Libby Harper 
could ease the last one out and nod her head for Un¬ 
cle Kit to close the big front door, 

Abriel Grundy had not come down at all. Libby 
had gone upstairs three times. On her second trip she 
had carefully put a blanket around the sleeping figure 
in the chair by the window. Grundy had not flickered 
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an eyelid, his sleep deep and unbroken. Relaxed by 
the sedative in the warm milk, he would probably sleep 
right on until dawn. 

Lights were being put out now. The fireplaces still 
glowed brightly, their screens in place, the shadows 
dancing and shimmering. The masterly old Uncle Kit 
saw to everything, knowing all, missing nothing. 

It was like that in Libby's roam, Once inside, she 
closed and bolted her door, and stood leaning against 
it for a short time, eyes on the small blaze in her own 
fireplace, .; (j ,v ' ll ' l) 

She moved on, pausing to toss a few rich-pine splinters 
on the flames, watching them take fire immediately, 
the light brightening the room. Now she turned to a 
small deep chair, dropping into it to stretch her legs 
and cross her ankles. Her hands went down and up, 
lifting her skirts, sweeping them out of the way. Turning 
her head, her eyes appeared to study intently her 
closed and iron-latched door. Without realizing it, she 
bit her lower lip, holding her teeth clamped on it; 
something quickening her pulse. Her eyes became nar¬ 
row, strangely bright, wings of her nos trils quivering, 
her thoughts casting tense vibrations through her. 
Suddenly Libby sat straight in her chair, the warmth 
and firelight glowing along her bared legs. With quick, 
nervous hands she pushed back her hair, and looked at 
the little clock on the mantel. It was nearly one o'clock. 
She looked at her big, soft bed, its deep feather tick 
making it a heavenly cloud. 

Beyond the bed, broken moonlight came through the 
tall windows from a momentary ragged hole in the 
overcast sky. The light raked back and forth and was 
gone, leaving only the firelight and its licking shadows 
on the floors and walls. 

She thought of Abriel Grundy up there in his big 
chair, having slept through all the noise and the devil 
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to pay in the parlor. When morning came he would 
want to know all about it. Once told he would appreciate 
having missed it; especially Judette Plunkett. 

“The fat cow!" 

Libby's own voice startled her. It brought her swiftly 
out of her chair and to her feet, her sharp heels two 
quick tick-tacks on the floor. She looked wildly around 
the room, as if making certain no one had heard her, 
and then laughed softly at herself. 

Nerves! Truly a case of nerves, and who would not 
have them after so long in this big old house with its 
many dark secrets, its years of intrigue, and often 
sickening make-believe! 

She whipped hack her shoulders, stretching herself 
upward, thrusting herself out behind. She ran her hands 
up and down her stomach, along her hips, massaging 
her firm and smooth flesh through her clothing. She 
was a strange, strange woman tonight! 

Yes, a very strange woman tonight, stirred by wave 
on wave of fear and certain queer emotions that sent 
delightful quiverings racing up and down her entire 
being. She looked back at her big bed, and bit her 
dry lips again. Turning, she walked to the wide old 
black walnut dresser against the wall, and peered at 
herself in the huge mirror of French plate, studying 
every line in her face in the uncertain light. She reached 
for a pink-shaded lamp to her right, to have more light, 
and changed her mind. 

With a quick swirl of her sldrts she turned quickly 
to the big window. The side drapes were pulled. She 
caught them, carefully parted them, and peered out 
along the north side of-the house. The searching eyes 
went straight to Abriel Grundy's window. In a moment 
she could make him out, the shadow of the top of bis 
head and shoulders. He was still asleep up there in his 



52 


STABLE BOY 


big chair, as good as dead, peacefully and restfully dead 
to all the world around him. 

Stepping back she stood with wild, wild thoughts 
going through her mind. There was a bottle of brandy 
in the lower drawer of the dresser. Leaving the window 
she went into the old-fashioned bath room, quickly' 
drawing a glass of water and returning to the dresser, 
footsteps noiseless, something stealthy now about every 
move. 

It was not often that Libby Harper took a drink, 
and then only a very small one when tired and unable 
to sleep from a long, hard day, She took one now, 
a gulp, two gulps, a third one from the brandy bottle, 
and snatched up the glass of water, drinking, drinking. 
She had had no desire to measure the brandy tonight. 
She was even afraid to measure it, wanting the courage 
strong drink was supposed to give the weak and, per¬ 
haps, cowardly. 

Right or wrong, other people did things. Some did 
all the things they wanted to do—and got away with 
them. A woman did not live forever. If she was smart 
and bold and reached out and took her share of life, 
its thrills, its adventures, its joys. Years robbed her of 
her looks, took everything, leaving her an old bag, 
a fat sow or a wrinkled hag. Doing nothing in her 
younger days gave her nothing to look back on in her 
final years. 

Joy Grundy had missed nothing, playing her game 
and getting away with it for years, Joy had been made 
for only one thing in life, and getting it, night after 
night, fooling her big, gentle-going husband, thinking 
her secret safe from all others in this rambling old 
house, knowing no one would dare to tell him. Joy 
got more than she could take, and yet never just quite 
enough, the burning, twisting, crying flame, an over¬ 
whelming last burst of passion marking her end. Any 
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fool would have known that from one look at her face, 
the position of her arms and legs, 

Libby Harper looked back at her bed, and hastily 
started undressing. The room was warm. Everything 
came off, down to her high-heeled pumps still on her 
feet. Tonight she hung up nothing, merely flinging 
it across a chair at the end of the dresser. Blazing 
naked, she headed back to the bath room for another 
glass of water. With the glass in her hand she switched 
on the light. In the blinding glare she turned to look 
at herself in a full-length mirror, the bare flesh white 
and gleaming, the light scintillating and glowing through 
her brown hair, turning it golden, curly on top and curly 
below, 

“Gosh!” she hissed. “If—if I only dared!” 

It was just two o’clock when she left the room. The 
pumps were gone with their tall and sharp heels. 

Soft-soled moccasins had taken their place. Around 
her, pulled tightly and securely belted to the bare white 
flesh, was a heavily quilted black silk bathrobe. On 
her head, pulled snugly down and around her chin, was 
a dark hood, hiding everything but the tip of her small 
nose and her feverishly bright eyes. 

She halted, cowering back on the landing at the top 
of the stairs in front of her closed door. Nervously she 
pulled back some of the hood, exposing her ears. Fear 
douded her thoughts, a fast shimmering going up and 
down her body, telegraphing wild warnings to the ends 
of her toes and fingertips. She had no breath for a long 
time, just an open dry mouth, the small pink ears strain¬ 
ing. At the last instant she was about to wheel and go 
back. She caught a breath, stiffened, set her jaws, and 
moved on, step by step, one trembling hand on the 
railing of the stairs, the other fiercely gripped to her 
bosom. 
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There was no stopping, not tonight. She was going 
through with itl In the dead stillness of the old house 
she reached the bottom of the stairs, pausing, listening, 
hearing her heart racing, feeling the pounding hammers 
of hot blood in her temples. 

A narrow hallway was to her left, blacker than a 
tomb. She entered it, one hand feeling along the wall, 
the other still gripped to her bosom. Without a sound 
she found the latch and let herself outside to a square 
little balcony overlooking the bluffs. Door pulled closed 
behind her, she looked up toward Abriel Grundy’s 
window one more time, then slipped over the railing, 
and moved along a ledge, a shadow swiftly blending 
in the shadows. The wind was whispering, chuckling, 
pulling at her, fanning the long tail of her bathrobe! 

Cold air ran up and down the bare legs under the 
robe, caressing them, icy hands stroking, spanking, gusts 
lapping. She felt none of the cold, was unaware of even 
the coming and going of the wind. She was watching 
the shelf-like ledge, feet sliding and slow-shuffling for 
safety here, wide-stepping there, the deep shadow of 
the old house hiding her, lending itself to her secret. 

Overhanging shrubbery hid her when she was be¬ 
yond the house. She stopped, looking back, up at that 
high window again. A turn, a short climb, and she was 
up and at a small end door of the barn. Again she 
looked back, all around, for a second fearful, and her 
hand was on the frosty wrought-iron latch of the door. 

The door squeaked softly as she opened it. The wind 
snorted, sucked up her legs, a cold tongue licking 
around, giving the tail of the robe one more pull and 
flap. Inside she was about to let the door close gently 
when the wind caught it, making it slam. The noise 
was like a cannon going off in her ears. 

Panting, gasping, weak all over, she leaned back 
against the door, quivering furiously. She turned like 
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someone about to fall, hands pawing. Through a crack 
in the door she looked hack outside, expecting the 
worst. With one big eye to the crack she looked at every¬ 
thing she could see, A bush moved, nodding, writhing, 
swaying in the wind. Her throat instantly clogged, 
choked, hand jerking up and cupping to the dry mouth. 

It took a long two minutes before she could move 
oil She stood trembling, back braced to the door, 
wishing now she had taken more of the brandy, wishing 
she had brought along the bottle. She was here. She 
was almost at the place. So close. Maybe it would not 
take long. Maybe a long, long time. No matter* Once 
done, once it w T as over she would not be so dreadfully 
cowardly the next time. Just a little more courage, just 
a little more. He would know all about it, exactly 
what to do. 

Now she moved on again, set, grim, jaws tight, 
eyes hard. In the wide hallway she turned left, feeling 
along the wall, glad that the big doors were closed 
at the ends of the barn* 

It seemed far, so very, very far to the right place. 
The cold hand* found it, fumbling along the wall until 
the wall gave way to an opening at the foot of a stair¬ 
way, a quick breath of wind coming down to her from 
the hay and fodder loft. 

Again she stopped, trembling, shaking, holding on 
to the jamb of the opening. Just beyond it was Black 
Nights thick-planked stall. Had he suddenly whistled 
or nickered she might have screamed or fainted right 
there. If only she had brought along the brandy bottlel 
If he would only appear right now, gently, quietly and 
not frighten her. If he would only come and take her 
by the hand, helping her the rest of the way. 

Doggedly she went up, step by step, knowing just 
the place she was going. Up there, over the hay, and 
down in the deep, still hole in the long-dry com-fodder 
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that made the long, thick, soft yet firm bed on the 
floor* That place that had been the scenes of so many 
struggles, so many gasps, sighs, low cries and stifled 
screams of ecstasy in dark nights of the past when this 
same woman stood in silence and awe below, listening, 
wondering, filled with a thousand fearful thoughts of 
her own* This woman who had spied from the dark¬ 
ness, this woman who now slipped forward to a ren¬ 
dezvous of her own making. 

She eased up, up and over* A little light filtered 
through a crack in the old roof, A golden ray came 
down on the exact place as if to show her just where 
to go. She slid down to it, the belt on her robe coming 
loose as she straightened, stiffly, wide-legged on her 
feet. 

The robe gaped, the light flooding up and down 
her. She looked around, eyes widening, breath catching, 
a little gasp coming from her. Her hands fanned, caught 
the robe at either side, whipping it back around her 
and feeling for the belt* 

Overhead the wind moaned. It was like her voice, 
like Joy's voice, startlingly like it. Old boards rattled, 
slapped, popped, A swift flutter of sound came down, 
rushing air up there going through the long splinters 
of old shingles* Laughter! Laughter mocking her! He 
was not here! He was not going to be here. After all 
this she was only a fool-only a fool! A terrible, half- 
mad damned fool. Waiting for her was—only the wind! 
Only the wind!. Only the wind! 
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Stunned, hurt, she wanted to cry. She sud¬ 
denly wanted to die. Black Night would not do this 
to the oldest, the ugliest and most decrepit mare. Not 
even to a female ass! 

What a cheap little filly she had made of herself, 
the unbroken, unridden young mare trying to play the 
brazen wenchl And it had been like this always, ever 
since she was old enough to know about things, to 
realize the mysterious call of some intangible and never 
quite understood urge of womanhood. There were men 
in every healthy and goodlooking woman’s life. One 
and all they had been the same, so close, no closer. 
She had truly wanted one. Nothing could have stopped 
her or would have stopped her. She would have been 
his, all, every inch, every breath and hair. All he 
would have had to do was to ask, to put out his hands 
and take it, gently or brutally like the wild ass to the 
jenny. But nothing had happened. 

Up so far, a slip, a sudden side-step, and it was 
the same old thing-so close, so certain, and gone like 
a tune in the wind. And Libby Harper alone, was the 
cause of it. She was the great high-diver, the world's 
greatest swimmer who came only to the edge of tire 
water and never in it. At the last moment something 
revolted, something exploded and blew it all away. 

In the beginning, her heart had bled for Joy Grundy, 
the pure, sweet little thing in her wheelchair. For a 
long time she had broken her back for Joy, never once 
suspecting. It had taken a ye* to start stumbling on 
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things. After that she had loathed Joy Grundy, hating 
her soundly, with a passion that seemed impossible for 
one woman to muster against another. That, too, had 
passed, like all things in Libby Harpers life. 

Realizing her hate as jealousy, she had become an 
entirely different woman. Joy, without intending it, 
without suspecting it had finally become the one and 
only great thrill in Libby Harpers life. Joy had been 
a woman taking her chances, living for the one thing 
she wanted, taking it madly, sometimes appearing to 
die death after death in fury, in agony and ecstasy in 
the hour-long and two or three hour-long sessions. Even 
death had been cheated when it really struck. It had 
come at the very peak, die high, high-light of the one 
and only act she was willing to die and go to hell to 
achieve. 

Well, this thing was done, too, Libby Harper looked 
around for her belt, and saw it lying there on the fodder. 
She stooped, snatching it to her. Swiftly now she 
started back the way she had come. 

At the top of the steps she halted, putting both 
hands behind her and trying to get the belt back in 
the loops of her robe. Above her was another of those 
holes in the roof. Moonlight came flooding down through 
it as if someone were slowly turning a brightening 
spotlight on her. The robe hung wide open. Down that 
opening was stark nakedness, golden and shining. A low 
voice went through her, as shocking as ice water sud¬ 
denly splashed over her, 

“Lord, how beautiful!” 

Nol she gasped, leaping backward, stumbling, 
sprawling flat on her back "Oh, no!” 

“Forgimme, Miss Libby, forgimmeP It was Amos 
Foley on the stairs, all eyes, all reaching, stretching 
hands, lips quivering, smacking. *T-I didn’t aim to 
scare you!” 
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“No-no, Amos, nol" She was still down, Tobe wide 
open, fear making her helpless. Her knees were up. 
Keels digging, slipping on the fodder as she tried to 
rise, the light from the roof flooding her. “No, Amos, 
no!” 

“I been he ah A jillion timesl” His voice was a throaty 
croaking, all of him rising on up the steps as if on 
air, big eyes headlights in his face, hands seeming to 
jump to her as he flung himself forward. “I thought 
you’d fooled me!” 

*No, Amos, no!** Her voice was a whispery little 
scream, everything struggling, flinching, trying to hurl 
herself to one side. “I-I've changed my mindl 

“Not nowl” He was suddenly gasping, big hands on 
her, big body half-across her, pinning her down. “Oh, 
God, no! Not if 1 burn at the stake tomorrowl” 

This was itl No escape! ^ t 

Her fierce whispers were sharp hisses. I-I cant, 

Amos! I—I never havel” i f 

"I_1*11 learn you—learn you how! Don’t make em 

hear you at the house!” 

“No, Amos! I’m afraid!” ( 

"I—make you brave! Don’t holler! Don t make -em 
hear you in the big house! 

“No, Amos, no!” 

“You—you must. You—you will!” 

“You'll kill me, Amos! You-you’l! hurt me!” 

She was fighting with all her strength. She kicked, 
tried to hit, tried to scratch. His big form blanketed 
and dwarfed the small, nakedness that was her. In 
one wild twisting his right knee slammed between 
her knees, ankle hooking downward and around her 
ankle. His left arm was around her, holding her, cradl¬ 
ing her. The right hand was rough, seeking. 

His hot face was on her bosom. 

“Don’t, Amos! I-I'm going to scream!" 
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His head shifted* butting her head. Her lips were 
caught, sucked up in his mouth, 

“Amos,” her voice moaned up and inside his mouth. 
"Amos, Fm—I'm go-going to die!” 

No you ain’t!” He released her lips, whispering 
hoarsely, his eyes shining. “YouYe jus’ startin’ to live!” 

“Amos! Amos, no!” 

The back of her head and her heels were on the 
fodder. The rest of her was surged upward, twist¬ 
ing, writhing. She gasped, gasped again, and again. 
She groaned and sobbed, 

“Amos!” she moaned. 

“Amos, I—I can’t!” her voice was rising to a scream, 
“I can’t take—” 

Hushl A big hand cupped her mouth, “Gawd 

a-mightyr 

It was like a sudden blast from Gabriel’s horn right 
under them, a wild whistling and nickering. With it 
came the hang! bang! bang! of heavy iron-shod hind- 
hoofs kicking the wall, 

Abriel Grundy’s loud voice just under them, or just 
above them, could not have been more startling. Amos 
Foley must have thought of somebody shooting. With 
a low, dog-like bark and howl of terror he flung him¬ 
self loose and backward, a flopping, rolling, grunting 
thing trying to bore himself a hole in and under the 
fodder. 

Two white legs slapped* reeling over, getting to¬ 
gether. In a spinning whirl, Libby turned twice, and 
was on her feet. There was a flash of flesh, the tail 
of the rumpled robe stretching out behind her, and 
she was gone down the stairs as Black Night whistled 
again. 

It was terror added to terror. She stumbled in the 
hallway, almost fell. Catching herself, she swung to 
her right, a running rabbit in the darkness who might 
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have had a thousand bloodthirsty hounds at her heels. 
She was a storm in the storm when she got out in 
the night, hurt, scared, whimpering, a sob jerking her 
from time to time. Behind her she had lost her belt 
and hood. She never thought of them. 

She was like the wind itself, like some shape brought 
to life by it. The robe blew, swirled, fluttered above 
her. Cold air and shafts of moonlight played over her, 
around her, the bared flesh strikingly white at one 
moment, flaming and sparkling gold at the next, little 
feet hurrying, lightly leaping. 

Black Night threw one more sudden fit. His shrill 
nickering and whistling swelled and echoed from the 
barn, the sounds of his heels wham! wham! against 
the stout hardwood walls, his shrill whinny wildly 
mocking laughter trailing the fleeing figure in die dark* 
ness* 
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“Good morning, Miss Harper. Did you have a 
good night's rest and sleep well? * 

It was Abriel Grundy's seven o'clock salutation, his 
voice strangely bell-toned. Now, as always, he sat bold 
and straight at the head of the long and wide table, 
lord and king of the manor m his great-backed black 
walnut chair, the one figure in the dining room. There 
was not a thing new about it. Every morning it was 
like this, at exactly the same time, every morning the 
same words. Abriel Grundy had never been known to 
appear for breakfast in anything but the best of humor. 
“Why, yes, Mr. Grundy.* Something winced inside 
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Libby as she sat in her usual place, to bis left and 
near the head of the table. "After, of course, I got to 
bed." 

"Yes, I heard all about it,** he chuckled. “AD about 
it” 

“All—about it!” She looked at him, face flashing pale. 

“Judette Plunkett,” he smiled, eyes on his big plate, 
"is always the fire in the firecracker.” 

“Oh, oh, yes, Mr. Grundy!” She was glad that his 
eyes were on his plate. "She—” 

‘Got soused. Miss Libby*” He looked up with a 
twinkle in his eyes. “I forgot to ask Kit and Auntie 
Blossom if she took her drawers off and threw them 
out the window.” 

"No, sir, just the brassiere this time ” 

“Oh, yes, I saw it!" He sat back with another chuckle. 
"That gaudy black thing-a-ma-tlring hanging to the 
chandelier In the parlor!” 

Both laughed, then silence held them for the next 
two or three minutes. Kitty Grundy had not come out 
of her room. No one would see that sleepy-head until 
noon, one o clock, perhaps even two. If she had break¬ 
fast at all, it would be propped up in bed, Esperanda 
or poor old Auntie Blossom carrying it to her on a big 
silver tray. 

"Of course, now,” he looked at her sharply, “Judette 
brought up the time. I supposedly took her home from 
church?” 

“I wasn't in the parlor all evening, Mr. Grundy.” 

“You make a very splendid hostess. Miss Harperl” 
He laughed, and looked back at his plate as the si¬ 
lent and efficient Esperanda appeared beside him with 
a second cup of steaming-hot coffee. “Something like 
good bartenders I’ve read and heard about. You hear 
all, see all, and let it go on and out the window, never 
remembering, never telling , . , Judette wrongs me” 


r 


STABLE BOY ^ 

He looked tip, smiling through his eyes. “Only once 
in my presence has she cut loose with our supposed 
story. Unfortunately, she slipped on the hearth before 
getting to the meat of things, and felt backwards and 
flat on her bottom in the fireplace. I’m told by others 
who have heard the story in all its fullness that I am 
quite a whopper of a man. I ve always been sorry 
that her dear old mother was crowded between us 
that dry and coal black night on the buggy seat.’’ 

"I’m late asking, I know." She looked at him steadily 
for the first time this morning. “Did you sleep well, 
Mr. Grundy?” 

“Golly, yes!” He laughed, big chest shaking. “For¬ 
give me for not thanking you. His broad left hand 
reached forward, covering and squeezing her hand. You 
are truly a thoughtful person. I m thinking of the seda¬ 
tive in that milk, of course. I knew it was there when 
I was drinking it. It was around two-thirty this morning 
before I cracked an eyelid.’’ 

“I’m sorry I didn’t come back and get you to go to 

bed.” 

“Oh, fiddle on that!” He laughed again. “Both Kit 
and Esperanda saw me sleeping. They were smart and 
left me strictly alone. I certainly appreciated it—after 
hearing about our dear Judette. Really, Miss Harper, 
she’s-seven pains in what our learned and patient old 
country doctors call the jaw bones of the setter. She’s 
worse than Black Night going into a fit.” 

“Black Night?” 

“Why, yes,” he frowned. “And that reminds me that 
it must have been him that jolted me awake in my chair 
last night. He broke into one of bis fits. I could only 
wonder what he had seen, smelled or heard to start 
him up.” 

“Oh!" 

‘They’re like that, stallions.” He smiled at her. “Keen 
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to every stir of the wind. Jackasses are ten times worse, 
ready to raise old Ned night or day* A little jack will 
kill a big stallion if they get together* Both are con¬ 
foundedly dangerous around women*" 

“But why?" She had to say something when he paused, 
had to show that she was at least listening to him. 

“Why?" He looked up, eyes piercing for a second. 
“Why, they know a woman's a woman, a mare, let's 
say, in just another form* Few women handle stal¬ 
lions. There's always the danger of the stallion sud¬ 
denly getting notions about her. She somehow has— 
Oh, shucks!” He cut himself short, trying to laugh, 
eyes on his plate again* “I didn't intend to lecture on 
horses this morning!" 

“But you're always interesting!* 

“Horses in my blood." He laughed now* “Grundys 
before me the same. Horses and their mothers' milk 
came at the same time. I love horses, I love the smell 
of them, the feel of them* I could sleep and eat with 
horses!* 

“And yet" she looked straight at him, “you whip 
horses" 

“Exactly three in my entire life!” The glint came 
back to those eyes, “And only God knows the hundreds 
I have owned* There was only one I had to whip twice* 
I would have shot him rather than whip him a third 
time, Miss Libby.” 

“And they didn't hate you for it?* 

“Hate me!” He laughed again* “Does Black Night 
hate me—or come muzzling and nicker-whispering each 
time I get near him?” 

“He loves you, Mr* Grundy,” 

“And I love Black Night, the big devil!” 

He tried to be like this all the time, talking, laughing, 
sometimes joking, trying to spread cheer or interest 
around the table* Nature had saddled him with his 



STABLE BOY 


65 


bigness, the lofty hulk that always looked bullish and 
overbearing, his face sometimes so grave and stern. 
Like others Libby Harper had been afraid of him at 
the start. Gradually, just a little at a time, she had come 
to know that his disposition gave every inch of him the 
lie. Truly, now, he was the most gentle soul she had 
ever known in the shape of man! 

Joy Grundy had had everything, so much more than 
she had been able to accept, Fler small head had held 
only so much. Not once had she thought of trying to 
improve herself. She had once admitted that she had 
never actually read a book. Her music was hillbilly, 
the songs, the chants, the nose-moaning, banjo-flapping 
of the mountains. 

The supposedly best people here could have been 
accepted or left entirely alone, Abriel Grundy cared 
little about them. He had known them all his life, 
having them around him only from force of habit, 
letting them come, letting them go, understanding them. 
His family was as old as any of them. Gmndys in his 
father^ line had fought jn the Revolution. Crocketts 
on his mothers side had carved their history, much 
of it svith knife and ball. That, also, did not concern 
Abriel Grundy, family trees bearing little real fruit that 
he could see, and—as he always laughed and said—the 
bigger the tree, the bigger the shadow on one s past. 

Joy Grundy could have done anything and every¬ 
thing with this powerful bull she had had. She could 
have gone to London, to Paris, to any place in the 
world. Sex was thfe strong factor in Abriel Grundy. 
It was usually -rampant in men with such strong lean¬ 
ings to horses. Joy Grundy could have thrown her book 
at him, all her charms, all her warmth, all her mad¬ 
dening notions, her blaze, her flame, giving him every¬ 
thing, taking everything he offered. 

But Joy Grundy had played the fool, the hurt, the 
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crushed and broken little child-wife, the dear whim¬ 
pering and crying doll, the make-believe, the shut-in 
—a devilish little sadist and so smart with it, so hell¬ 
ishly smart, playing on and on through the years, never 
getting herself caught* 

“By the way, Miss Harper*'* Grundy stirred, lifting 
his head* "I'm going to town this morning* If you have 
any reason to go, I'd be glad to take you along*** 
“Why, no* I guess there's nothing I need to go for* 
She was a little startled, instantly wondering how 
it would look. There would certainly be no harm in 
it, but what would people say about Gnindy in town 
with a woman only a day after he had buried his wife? 
According to the loud-mouthed Judette Plunkett only 
last night, whispers had long been going the rounds 
about “a certain beautiful woman residing at a certain 
grand old home on the brow of a certain mountain* 
“Well,” he looked back at his plate, “I thought you 
might have something you'd like to do in town* Maybe 
you'd better just stay here and rest. Kitty'll be going 
somewhere this afternoon and tonight, as sure as shoot¬ 
ing. Like the cat, shell probably come drag-tailing 
it home at the wee hour of four in the morning.” 

“That should remind you of something else*" She 
smiled at him, a thin, weary smile. “You will also be 
out tonight, Mr* Grundy. You have a Farmers' Ex¬ 
change meeting scheduled for this evening at eight 
o'clock” 

“No, impossible!" He scowled. “When did you think 
that up?” 

“Five weeks ago*" She had made a swift calculation 
on her fingers* “When the notice came in the mail* 
It's the big fall-winter meeting, you know*” 

“No, I didn't know!” He looked at her with those 
hard yellow eyes, a curl now at the comer of his mouth* 
“What the devil would I do around here without that 
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head you’ve got on those pretty shoulders, Miss Libby!” 

“You’d hire another.” She smiled again, trying to 
keep her thoughts here instead of letting them stray 
elsewhere. “They're a dime a dozen across any sec¬ 
retarial school counter." 

“But I wouldn’t get another like you,” He shook his 
head, jaws squaring. “They just dont come like you 
—housekeeper, nurse, secretary", hostess, keeper of the 
drunks, and forty eleven more things besides. You’re 
a woozel” 

“Oh, no, I’m not!” She laughed now, sparkles com¬ 
ing into her eyes. “That’s what Mrs. Judette called 
poor little Mr. Plunkett last night!” 

“Well, I’ll take it all back.” He grinned broadly, 
hands pulled to fists on the edge of the table. “Let’s 
say you are an angel instead. By jingo, that s more 
like it, anywayl Honestly " he leaned forward, the old 
stiff, stem face returning, “I really don t know what 
I could or would do without you. You’ve made your¬ 
self both my right and left hand. Miss Libby. 

"Thank you, Mr. Grundy!" 

Breakfast was over. Strangely excited by his praise, 
Libby started to rise with a little jump. She stopped 
halfway, her face going white, a swimming sensation 
seizing her, things spinning before her eyes. Her hands 
gripped the table. With a low whimper she slumped 
back in her chair. 

“My God, no!” He was out of his chair as if a shot¬ 
gun had roared under him, big figure looming over her, 
anxiety in his face. “What’s the matter? 

“It’s nothing!” She smiled, bloodless bps trembling up 
at him. “I just got a dizzy spell for-” her small voice 
trailing off and away in a plaintive bird cry— a moment! 

“Oh, no. Miss Libby!” As if through puff on puff of 
black clouds she heard his voice, gruff with alarm, deep 
with tenderness. She felt his big arms swooping down. 
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scooping around her. “Oh, no. Miss Libby, you can’t do 
this! Lord, what have we done to this pretty little thing 
at Rambling Gables! Esperanda! Blossom! Kit!" 

She went up without knowing it, up high in his arms, 
one hand under her, body pillowing to the big chest. 
He turned away from the table, stumblingly, heading for 
the big room. 

Lawdy Gawd, no!” Auntie Blossom had come pop¬ 
ping in from the kitchen, Esperanda scared and wide- 
eyed behind her. “Ain’t goin’ be no mo’ death in this big 
ol’ house! Lawdy Gawd, no!” 

“Get some ice water!” He snapped that back over 
his shoulder. “I don’t know what’s wrong. She ate 
little or nothing for her breakfast. We’ve got to get 
a doctor, quick!” 

“No—no doctor.” She was coming back to herself when 
he stretched her at full length on a long leather couch, 
“Please. I will be all-right.” 

“We’ve worked you to death, Miss Libby!” Grundy 
was down on his knees beside her, one hand still under 
her shoulders. "Don’t say we haven't. It’s always ‘let 
Miss Harper do it,’ confound it.” 

“Please.” She put a white hand on his arm. “I’ll be all 
right in just a minute or two. No doctor, please, Mr. 
Grundy.” 

“There’s a cuss on this ol’ house lately!” Auntie 
Blossom was moaning again, wringing her black hands. 
“Ain’t nothin’ hut a mean ol’ cuss on this big ol’ house! 
I’ve looked in my coffee cup an’ seed it in my coffee 
groun’s seven straight mawuin’s in a row!” 



10 


THE FLESH 


No doctor. Above all things, no doctorl The 
fearful thought of one coming kept whirling and whirl- 
ing through her head, A doctor would see all, know all s 
and few of these local doctors she had known were 
strictly ethical when it came to professional discoveries 
that were supposed to be kept as an iron-bound secret. 
Some were like gossiping cronies, never having much to 
talk about unless some morsel of scandal came their way. 

Last night had been brutal, a shock she d never get 
over. Fleeing through the darkness, she had come back 
to the overhanging little balcony, throwing herself up 
and bare legs astride it, the icy and sleet-sheathed railing 
freezingly-cold. 

There on the railing she had taken time for her first 
look-back to see that he was not following her. It was 
there, also, that she became aware of the extent of her 
injury, if it could be called that. 

Upstairs in the bathroom she had taken careful stock 
of herself, using the full-length mirror. There, all alone 
again in her own little part of Rambling Gables, panting, 
gasping, crying and hurting, she had fainted on the cold 
tile of the floor. Later, not knowing how much later, 
she had come hack to her senses. 

The rest of the night had been long, dreadfully long. 

Morning came at last, dawn throwing its gray sheet 
across the sky. Somewhere in the sleepless hours the 
wind had died away, the clouds breaking, letting the 
blue heavens glimmer through the wide openings. Look¬ 
ing out the window, down the mountain-side when day- 
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light came and the $tm was tipping the eastern rim, she 
had seen the fields in the distance, the ground frost* 
spewn and streaked with sleet, the trees bearded with 
icicles. 

Coming down to breakfast had taken all her strength, 
all her will. She tnd to show her face. It had to be a 
nice face, carefully scrubbed, carefully powdered and 
touched with rouge, every Immaculate hair in its proper 
place* Unconsciously this morning she had done it as 
Joy had worn her hair, a slight parting in the middle, 
the sides pushed up, small ears bared, a little neat knot 
at the back of her head. 

It had been a good face, a bold face, a lying face. 
The face of a brazen bitch who had been in the barn 
last night with a madly excited and wildly snorting bull 
of a man* Forty times at the breakfast table his face had 
come back to her, the big, bright and staring eyes, the 
loose-waggling, drooling lips, the wet and hot-lashing 
tongue. With that yellow face she had felt the reaching, 
stroking, pawing big hands. The ^probing fingers had 
come back, a thousand tense shivers going" up and down 
her body, her legs, her thighs, the memory still madden¬ 
ing, all of it haunting, calling, urging, demanding, the 
flames of desire again lolling all over her* And through 
the breakfast, every moment of it, she had kept that 
pretty face straight, flawless in its simplicity, so calm, 
so magnificently gentle, an angel might have looked 
upon it with envious eyes. 

“If there s nothing right now for me to do," her voice 
was weak, yet far away and without a shadow of pre¬ 
tense, not a smattering of Joy Grundy in this, “1 could 
go back to my room and lie on the bed a little while.” 

“If there's nothing right now for you to do!” Abriel 
Grundy was still on one knee beside her, one arm still 
around her, the hand cupped to her back. The voice 
that came out of him was the hoarse bellow of a 



71 


STABLE BOY 

tremendous man, tremendous in his expressions when 
emotions overwhelmed him, ‘‘No, god-damit, there s 
nothing for you to do right now! No } goddamit, no! 

“AbrietT cut in Auntie Blossom, her black hands 
suddenly on his back, 

"Get away from me, Mammy!” He often called her 
that, "There's never been anything for her to do, jump¬ 
ing to every whim of Joy's, up at all hours! She s seen to 
every need and want and brought everything in the 
house. We re never short of anything. It’s always there, 
right where you can put your hand on it. Without her, 

I tell you, goddamit—” 

"Mammy's boy, no!” The black hands whammed his 
broad back, "I didn't raise you like thatl” 

"Please, Mr. Grundy!” Libby put up her pale hands, 
"Every— everything's all right!” 

"Oh, yes, Libby Harper, it's all right!” He lifted his 
head and laughed like a wild man, “Everything's all 
right when little Libby puts her fair shoulder to the 
wheel! Burning the midnight oil, poring over enough of 
my infernal hooks to keep two bookkeepers at workl 
Running the whole place, scanning my legal papers— 
Yes, Libby, you can go to your bed!” He had suddenly 
broken off with the rest of it, swooping her hack into 
his arms like a child held tightly against his bosom. 
"To bed for a week, a month, or a year. If there's any¬ 
thing wrong with you, Ill bring the best doctors in the 
country to your bedside. Ahead of me, Esperanda, and 
open the doors. Make way for a queen!” 

"Why all the big noise, and just who around here 
is the queen?” 

The voice rasped, cutting unexpectedly from the dark¬ 
ness. Grundy was turning, Libby held tighter than 
necessary. The lion-yellow eyes widened, narrowed, the 
long face instantly regaining its old grimness. 

Kitty Grundy stood there, red bedroom slippers askew 
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on her wide-planted feet, hands on her hips. Her hair 
looked as if it had just come through a miniature cyclone* 
a lot of it dangling over her eyes. Her lips were twisted, 
eyes matted at the comers and bleary. She looked like 
a drunk with an awful hangoveT who had just crawled, 
stumbled, or fallen out of her bed, temper short, ready 
for a fight- Abriel Grundy seemed to answer her through 
his teeth, nobody's fool when it came to his own daugh¬ 
ter. 

“Miss Harper's sick, Kitty,” 

“Oh, she is!” Kitty Grundy made a sharp click of 
her tongue. “In that case, it seems to me you should 
leave a doctor's business to a doctor—and call one,” 

“Fm handling this, Kitty!” 

“So I see you are!” she smirked, “Big, poor, soft 
Abriel!” 

‘Til talk this over with-you later!” 

He moved right on past her with long, sure strides, 
Esperanda was ahead, moving swiftly to keep out of the 
way. 

Kitty Grundy laughed thickly behind them, reeling 
slightly, “None of these big, soft Southern dopes can 
resist their flesh!” 

“Shet yo ? mouf!” Auntie Blossom shook a finger under 
her nose. “Git yo'self back to yo* bed,” Then, in a whis¬ 
per, she added: “Ain't foolin' nobody, suckin' at them oY 
bottles at night in yo' room. Do declare Fm gonna have 
to go back to takin* me a keen hickory switch to yo* 
purty little fat behind. I didn't raise you from a sucklin’ 
young un for you to act like a monkey. Go to yo' room 
an' F1I bring yo' coffee.” 

“To hell with coffee!” Kitty laughed, sweeping her 
hair up and back with an uncertain hand. “I've got to 
watch my old man ” 

She followed them, going on upstairs, Esperand i had 
been bouncing ahead, opening the doors. In the door- 
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way of Miss Harper’s room, Kitty Grundy stopped, 
weaved, and leaned against the jamb, watching every¬ 
thing through a wild lock of jumbled hair, 

Abriel Grundy was always the tender one when 
given a chance, Esperanda was smoothing out the bed. 
He stood there rigidly waiting. When the bed was 
smooth, he laid the pale-faced woman flat on her back, 
head on a big pillow, and stepped back. 

“Stay with her, Esperanda,” he ordered, 'Til come back 
shortly. If she isn’t feeling better soon, we'll just have 
to call a doctor.” 

“Yes, Mr. Abriel ” 

"Soft old thingl” Kitty Grundy curled her lip as he 
turned toward her. “Wonder to me— 

She caught herself, the expression in his strong face 
somehow like that of a prizefighter moving in on the 
kill. With a shrug, she turned, going back down the 
stairs. As a Frankenstein, he followed, yellow eyes set, 
his feet slow, dull drums on the hardwood steps. In the 
big room she whirled on him, hands on her hips, spitting 
cat again, too much Grundy in her blood to keep retreat- 
ing from the devil himself. 

“Whatta you tryin’ to do?” she snarled, voice thick. 
“Grab yourself another one before my mother s cold 
in her grave?” 

“Kitty, you’re drunk this morning.” He had stopped 
a yard away, voice low, even. Those who knew him best 
would have realized that hell and^ earth were on the 
verge of exploding. “I don t like it. 

“So what!” She curled her lip, hands on her hips. 
“Being a Southern lady of the upper strata and not 
white trash, it came natural for me to learn about spirits 
that cheer under my own father s roof, 

“Probably true, Kitty,” he nodded, “but you have 
yet to see your father drunk or hear him insult a man 
or woman— 
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“Of any race, creed or colorl” she smirked. *Tve 
heard it before, you see, I speak my mind* You're drag¬ 
ging no pretty bitch—” 

“Kittyr 

“Oh, damn your preachings!” She lifted her hand to 
snap her thumb and finger under his nose, *Tm big 
enough—” 

She never finished it. His right hand flashed, quicker 
than the eye could follow it. There was a sound of two 
boards slapping together as the hand struck. Kitty 
Grundy hit the floor, sliding on her right side, un¬ 
conscious the instant" the big hand landed its blow to her 
face, 

“Now, Kitty,” He stepped forward, voice low, absolute¬ 
ly emotionless. His right hand closed around her left 
ankle. He lifted her as if picking up a rag doll by one 
leg. “Fve waited a long time—” 

“No, you don't!” Auntie Blossom had popped for¬ 
ward from somewhere, grabbing his arm, “Mammy's 
boy don't do these things! Where-ats yo* manners, Abriel 
Grundy? Let ’er loose,” 

“All right, Mammy,” He dropped the leg and stepped 
back, *111 wait until she’s sober,” 

“Of co*se, you will!” Blossom Whites black hand 
dropped from his arm, “You ain't a boy who's forgot 
his good raisin'. Go on an' get outa here! You just about 
slapped her head off!” 


II 

STALLIONS AND MARES 


The bam was the place for an angry man, 
he thought The barn, the good barn with the good 
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smell of the horses, the hay, the com fodder, the grain 
and the somehow strangely sensuous odor of horse drop¬ 
pings. The cool bam to cool the hot head! 

Face as grim as a death mask, he walked into the 
dining room His big hand reached to the sugar bowl. 
He filled it with hard cubes of sugar, dropping them 
in his pocket. A minute later he was leaving the house, 
big hat clamped down on his head. Auntie Blossom and 
Uncle Kit had Kitty on the long leather couch, bathing 
her face with cold water and slowly bringing her back 
to life. 

Kitty was like her mother, goddamit! She would have 
them running and catering for a month after this! So 
hurt, so whining, so lying. Unless she tore out and headed 
back for her damn Yankee school in the North. Up there 
in the past year or two she’d gotten too many cockeyed 
ideas of her own greatness, her wonderful abilities and 
perfectly amazing brain that was going to cure all the ills 
and sins of the world. And mankind, too, no matter a 
hoot what you or anybody else had tried to do with it. 

Black Night softly nickered the instant Abriel put 
a big foot inside the hallway of the bam. He walked 
on to the horse's stall. Black Night thrust his head 
over the thick top planking. Grundy ran both hands 
over that head, then up and around the sleek black 
ears. Black Night was delighted, and tramped his fore- 
feet. 

"You’re a-monkey, a big black monkey!” The hand 
dropped to the coat pocket and came up with sugar. 
“I’ll have to dab your tongue with four drops of arsenic 
to take the worms out of you if I keep this up.’ 

“Momin', Mr. Abriel.” Amos Foley stepped out of an¬ 
other stall with a pitch fork in his hands. Nice mornin, 
but still mighty cold an' bitin’.” 

"Yes, Amos.” He gave the horse two more cubes 
of sugar, and turned away from him, Black Night stamp- 
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mg his forefeet with disappointment and hacking his 
ears at Foley, "By the way* now, why was.this foooger 
raising the devil and trying to kick his stall during the 
night?* 

“Why- Amos Foley looked a trifle startled, quickly 
turning to lean his fork against the wall, "I don't know, 
Mr, Abriel Guess maybe I didn't hear *im. Aspirin makes 
me sleep like a dog-gooed rock,” 

*Your cold better, Amos?” 

‘'Yes, sir, lots ” Amos grinned now, teeth a white band 
in his wide mouth, big lips appearing to skin all the way 
to his ears, “Don't take me long to lick 'em, Mr. AbrieL” 
“Don't get too cocksure, Amos.” Grundy tapped him 
on the chest with his forefinger, “Don't catch another 
cold on top of the one you think you've just licked. Stay 
inside as much as you can. We’ve had regular old 
pneumonia weather for the past few days. It’ll slip up on 
you. Come to think of it,” he half-turned, ( Tiow are you 
getting along with Black Night this morning?” 

"He backed his ears an’ stomped his feet. Bared 
his mean teeth at me when I fed him at daylight, 
just like he always does, I ain’t the hossman you are, 
Mr. AbrieL” 

You re afraid of him* Amos, confound you!” He 
scowled all over his face, “Now you watch this,” 

He walked back to the stallion's stall. Black Night 
was prancing eagerly. Opening the stall door, he 
walked inside. Black Night shoved close* quivering 
loose lips against the side of Abriel’s face, rubbing his 
head on him, Abriel Grundy gave him a popping slap 
on one shoulder* then the other. 

“You big devil I ’ he chortled* feeding him a cou¬ 
ple more cubes of sugar, “You’re no bad fellow, you 
hum! You bluffed Amos, and that's all. Watch your¬ 
self!” He caught the horse by the jaw with one hand. 
“He’ll really whip the mean black tar out of you the 
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next time. If he has to do it a third time. I’ll make him 
take a double-barrel shotgun and kill you!” 

“Maybe I’ll get that chummy with him.” Amos was 
grinning when he came out of the stall and closed the 
door. ‘'You walk out with your back to ’im, an’ I can't 
help backin’ out. Just can’t help keepin’ my face to 'im.” 

“And he knows you’re still afraid of him. Amos. 
Grundy clamped a hand on his shoulder. “Talk to 
him!” 

“I can’t talk hoss-talk like you! He understands ever’ 
word you say. Ever’ dog-goned word!” 

“Not a single word, Amos.” The big hand tightened. 
“He only understands the tone of the voice, like lions 
and tigers in a circus, they tell me. Your tone is good 
or bad, harsh or gentle, and the animal knows you by 
it, knows all your intentions. Snarl at a dog and he 
snarls back at you. Come to think more of it,” he glanced 
back at the horse’s head poked over the planking, "he 
was really raising thunder about something last night.” 

“Ye-yeah, seems he was.” Amos shifted from one foot 
to the other. “I kinda remember now. Yeah, I do some 
remember. Maybe one of the mares on the place cornin’ 
in heat, Mr. Abriel. Wind brought ’im her smell. He’s 
good with his nose for five mile' any ol time a mare on 
die place gets her notions.” 

"Yes, I guess so, Amos.” He glanced up and down 
the hallway. “Some men I know are the same way. 
I think I’m going to town this morning. Better slick 
up my younger team. They need the exercise. Here’s 
some sugar.” He emptied his pocket of the rest of the 
cubes, dropping them in Amos’ big hands. “Get closer 
to that horse. Move in on ’iml Don’t let him bluff you. 
Gentle but firm. You’re one of the best men I ever 
saw around stock—until you come to Black Night.” 

He walked on. Black Night nickering softly, coax- 
ingly, stamping his forefeet. Amos moved toward the 
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big stall, talking, Bouncing a white cube in his hand. 
Black Night backed his ears and bared his teeth at him. 
Amos stopped a yard away, swore under his breath, and 
ventured on, voice low. 

"I don’t wanta hurt you, big of black hoss. Be good 
to me. You my friend." 

Back in the house, the old stiffness returned to Abriel 
Grundy. Only Esperanda was in the big room now, dust¬ 
ing a chair. She moved quickly to him, glancing to her 
right at a closed door at the end of the hall that would 
lead to Kitty’s room. 

“She’s all right now, just mad. You ain’t got no busi¬ 
ness hittin’ no woman with them big hands!” 

“What do you know about it?” he growled. "One 
cat defending another, I suppose!” 

“I know you hit ’er, that's all" Esperanda was faciftg 
him unflinchingly, her dust cloth shoved in her apron 
pocket. An I know them big ol’ mean hands. I saw 
you knock a mare down with ’em, flat on her ribs like 
the lightnin’ struck.” 

“You keep your lip out of this, Esperanda! There 
are certain things around here that are none of your 
business.” 

“You think you scare me, huh?” She shook her finger 
under his long nose and grinned in his face. “You don’t 
tremble me, you big ol' hoss, you I” 

"How’s Miss Harper?” 

"She’s all right, lots better’n you!” 

“That’s the first time you’ve told the truth in six 
months!" He grinned back in her face. “She’s better 
than anybody in this damned house! She scared me 
this morning, Esperanda.” 

“Her time come, hard, plenty hard.” 

“Time?” 

"Don’t be such a big ol’ dope!” She jabbed his stomach 
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with her thumb. “Is all you know bosses an’ nothin’ ’tall 
W Wimmin? Even mares have their times- 

“Oh. sure!” He slapped his hat against his Jeg., iHey 
come in heat and want a stud horse, and- 

“You ain’t got a lick of sense, Abriel Grundyl one 
grinned again in his face. “You had to have the doctor 
for me* You know what a time I have, 

"We needn't go into that! I understand it now* 

"Well, she's got some of my medicine the doctor 
gimme.” She glanced again at the hall door. “Thats 
good medicine, never fails. It’ll fix her wagon. Shes 
done gone to sleep again. Take a stick of dynamite 

to wake her up.” ,, „„ 

“All right, Esperanda.” He patted her shoulder. He 
sure you fix her wagon. We don’t want it broke down. 

“An’ how come, how come now?" She leaned closer, 
wings of her nostrils trembling, black eyes narrow, 
sensuous. “How come you so interested in getrin’ her 
wagon fixed up? You figger you goin’ do some haulin’ in 

that wagon?” 

“Oh, go to hell and shut up!” He gave her a push 
and started to move on. “You’re too damned much 

mouth!” • , 

“Hoss!” She sneered at him. ‘Top an’ bottom-hoss! 
Anybody ever tell you you just buried your wife only 
yesterday?” 

“And now you!” He whirled. “You goddam bitch. 

171 slap you on your yellow-!” 

“What airyplane you goin’ to fly to catch me! 

She was gone like a fleeing buck, to the doorway 
at the foot of the stairs leading up to his room, a low 
laugh flung back at him over her shoulder. 

He stood there, hat dropped to the floor beside him. 
His big hands were flapping open, closed, open. In his 
face was the fury of all the storms, the winds, the light- 
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ning and the rains, the yellow eyes bullets on the door¬ 
way where Esperanda had disappeared. 

“Sez you!” Esperanda was suddenly back, the right 
shoulder, the arm and head leaning around the jamb, her 
face now that of a grinning golden yellow monkey, 
mocking him. She thumbed her nose and hissed through 
her teeth. * Ho$s tnanT 

Then she was gone, sharp heels tack-hammers racing 
up the stairs. 

"Seems to me” he growled, “this whole damned place 
is on its way to hell/ 1 
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"Where’s the old buzzard, Esperanda?” 

Kitty Grundy asked the question just before two 
o'clock in the afternoon. She was still sprawled in her 
bed, sullen-eyed, lips curled, lipstick from the night be¬ 
fore still smeared all over them. Some of the terrific 
hang-over was wearing away. Her face was still red. 
Towels wrung out in ice water had carried away most 
of the red welts left by the furious slap of a tremendous 
hand. 

No one at Rambling Gables had ever seen Kitty 
Grundy in a mood like the one she was in today. Bv 
natural bent she had been a quiet, retiring girl who had 
never troubled herself to cultivate many friends. She had 
been one, usually, to escape to her room when company 
came, closing her door and getting into silk lounging 
pajamas of blazing colors. 

Being the absolute reverse of her mother when it 
came to books, Kitty Grundy had read everything. 
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Much of it had been heavy and chest-beating, having 
a great deal to do with the sins of the world, the cause 
of all ills, the remedies for mankind. The rest was faster 
than race horses, generally translations from French* 
Greek, and Italian—things for a preacher s daughter to 
read in bed at night with a flashlight and the cover- 
ing pulled high over her head after all the house had 
grown dark. 

Today was the first time in her life Abriel Grundy 
had truly taken the heavy hand to Kitty. He had spanked 
her a few times in the past. Last summer, when she was 
home for vacation, he had once taken her by the shoul¬ 
ders, lifting her straight off the floor and giving her a 
fierce shaking that had left her dizzy for minutes after¬ 
ward. Today he had gone over the dam, slapping her as 
flat as a dead fish. 

Each time she had thought of that slap, her fury 
had boiled over. The full weight of it had fallen on 
Esperanda and the^patient and pampering Auntie Blos¬ 
som, who had been the only true, understanding, ever- 
sheltering mother Kitty had known since the day she 
was bom. 

"Well, Esperanda, EsperandaT She was storming 
again, “I asked a question, and want it answeredl 
Where's the old buzzard?” 

“Whut oF buzzard?” 

“The damned old buzzard, the rotten old buzzard!” 
Kitty Grundy sat up with a surge, then dropped back 
on her right elbow, “You know who I mean, Esperandal” 

“Don't know nothin’,” Esperanda's eyes were Bashing 
little beads now, her patience long before having come 
to a brow-beaten end, “We don't keep no buzzards in 
this house.” 

“My old man, you fool!” Kitty Grundy screamed 
at her, shaking her fist. “Now, do you understand?” 

“No, I don't understand you 'tall” Esperanda was 
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stiff, straight at the side of the bed, hands on her hips. 
“I been tryin' all day* Ain't gettm' me nowhere. An" one 
thing mo 1 . I don't take no howlin' from you an" nobody 
else* All me an' Auntie Blossom been doin' all day is 
mnnin" in an' out of here waitin' on you, lettin* the rest 
of our work go* You got dresses you want me to press, 
some slips an' some of your fancy drawers with the hot 
lace on 'em you want me to iron. Dog-gone it all, you just 
ain't a nice girl no mo', Miss Kitty,” 

“Then—then," she was screaming again, “what the hell 
am I?” 

What is you?" Esperanda Kelly's hands changed to 
fists against her hips, beady eyes turned cruel little 
snake eyes. “You ain't treatin' you'se'f an' nobody else 
right, Miss Kitty. You—you just a big-headed, smart-Alec 
drunk damn hitch!” 

“Esperanda!” 

“You asked for it. Miss Kitty. Swallow it or puke 
it up. If it was Mr. A brief you wanted to know about, 
he's gone to town in his June-bug buggy with the rub¬ 
ber-tired bicycle wheels.” 

“Whas wrong in heah?" Auntie Blossom had come 
popping into the room, alarm in her eyes. “Whas 
wrong?" 

“I'm sick of her cussin' at me” Esperanda turned on 
her, thrusting her hand out in front of her like a shovel, 
scooping it back and forth* “She's growed up an' lost all 
the manners she ever did have* Ain't got no respect for 
hers'f an* nobody else.” 

‘Esperanda Kelly." Kitty Grundy stabbed a forefinger 
at her, “111 run you out of this housel” 

“An' wbb," Esperanda shoved out her fist and long 
jaw, “is goin' to send you the army an' the marine corps 
to he'p you do it?” 

Thats enough of this, both of youf ' Auntie Blossom 
stamped the floor angrily* ‘“Kitty, you ain't yose’fl Shut 
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yo’ mouth! Git outa heah, Esperanda! Lift vo’ feet an’ 
start ’em shufflin’!" She raised her fists. “Lemme lone 
with this gal!” 

“You take ’er ” Esperanda was backing away, voice 
hard and steady in spite of big tears in her eyes. “You 
take ’er an’ keep ’er. But you keep her from tellin’ me 
she’s goin* to run me outa this house. When I go outa 
this house,” she turned stiffly, head high, nose in the 
air, a tear glistening on each yellow cheek, “Mr. Abriel 
Grundy goin’ to be the only one to tell me to go. Not 
you!” She suddenly bent over and gave herself a slap 
on the behind. “Not nobody even like you!” 

“Esperanda!" Auntie Blossom was close enough to give 
her another slap on that behind, one that had a re¬ 
sounding pop to it. “Ain’t 1 try in’ my best to keep the 
peace ’round heah without you actin’ like a big ol’ yellow 
baboon an’ makin’ my miseries worse?” 

“Yes, Auntie Blossom, yes. Auntie!” Esperanda was 
swiftly leaving the room, voice choking. Her last words 
were like the last words of the dying. “I m goin up an 
see Miss Libby! I’m goin’ up where I won’t be cussed at!” 

“So she’s won her over, too?” Kitty Grundy pushed 
two shapely bare legs off the side of the bed, “That’s 
all right with me. Maybe she’s wrapping even you around 
her finger!” 

“Miss Libby win everbody, honey.” Auntie Blos¬ 
som looked at her pityingly. “She’s kind to everbody. She 
got a nice word to say. Kitty, darlin’,” she was slowly 
shaking her head, old lips beginning to quiver, “you ain’t 
like mammy’s little biddy girl no mo’. Big tears were 
about to gather in the faded old black eyes. “You growin’ 
up an’ leavin’ me, an’, chile, this ol’ mammy don’t like the 
way you’s growin’.” 

“I’m an individual!” Kitty pushed up her hair, shov¬ 
ing it back, avoiding the old woman’s eyes. “I’ve got a 
right to grow up, to lead my own life, to do things I 
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want to do, and to hell with those who don’t like me! I’m 
no longer a little hanky-panky who wets her drawers—” 
“An yo' papa don’t like it.” Blossom White was 
going on as if she had not heard a word, her old black 
face shining. “You’re goin’ Farlow, honey, Farlow,” 
“Well, what's wrong with being Farlow?” Kitty 
yawned, patting her mouth with her fingers. 

Gun-totin, gun-shootin folks, honey.” The woman 
was still shaking her head. "Whiskey-maldn’, knife-cut- 
tin, fiddlin, fightin’ folks, bustin’ out the windows. Al- 
ways goin to the court house to swear out a rape or a 
bastardy warrant. Ignorant as bulldogs, brought up like 
goats abreedin’, your papa say.” 

T don’t want to hear anything Abriel Grundy says.” 
She pressed her toes against the floor, lifting her seat 
high enough to whip off her gown, throwing it on the 
ffoor. “The overbearing bastard! I want Esperanda to 
press and iron my things like I told her. I want the black 
panties with the white and gold lace on them. You can 
draw my bubble bath. Pink and golden bubbles this 
time. I’ve got a date tonight, a heavy date. Naturally,” 
she smiled with a little curl at one side of her mouth, 
“you wouldn't approve.” 

Aint no tellin, honey. I’m an old, old woman whose 
times done, I reckons, an’ I’m ’way, ’way yonder outa 
date. I got no business fayin' to tell others what to do.” 

"Well, I’m going_to Judette Plunkett’s.” There was an¬ 
other yawn, another patting of the mouth. "Cocktails 
at four-thirty, out to dinner later on at that big swanky 
joint up on the Georgia line." 

Yeah, I see, honey.” Auntie Blossom smiled, her 
patience hanging on as she rubbed her worn hands. 
“An’ when it’s all said an’ done, you’ll pick up the ticket 
an’ pay for the dinner. That Judette Plunkett woman 
an’ that Bonesapart man she’s got ain’t never been seen 
payin’ for nothin’!” 
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“She’s smart.” Kitty Grundy laughed now. “She talked 
Sam Goodly out of enough bottles and all the mixin’s 
for the party. That was yesterday before the funeral. I 
give the old girl credit for haVing a head on her, the 
smart fat cat!” 

“You said Sam Goodly?” Auntie Blossom’s eyes had 
narrowed. “Do you mean Doctor Sam Goodly, honey? 

“Who else!” 

“An’ he goin’ to be there?” The woman lifted her 
head and looked across the bed at the neatly cur¬ 
tained windows. ‘Of course yo’ date wouldn’t be with a 
man old as him. ’ 

“Why not!” The girl looked up, a hand cupped to 
each full and outstanding breast. “Older men have some 
brains " 

“One of them Goodly doctors ain’t no good.” Blossom 
White was still staring across the bed at the window, 
deeply thoughtful, voice low as if addressed only to 
herself. "I don’t know which one, but both like to go for 
women in a great big yonder way. Look so much alike 
I got to get up close in daytime to tell which is which. 
For thirty years my eyesight ain't been good for night¬ 
time, ’specially when a man slips like a long, tall ghost 
man through the dark an’ goes fadin’ away in the 
bushes.” 

“What are you mumbling about?” 

“I don’t want you messin’ with none of them Goodlys, 
honey. You stay ’way from ’em!” 

“Draw that bath. Blossom.” Kitty yawned, again, pat¬ 
ting. “Just the water. I’ll put the bubbles in. I want my 
things pressed and ironed. Tell Esperanda not to forget 
those forty rod super-dupers.” 

“Forty rod, which?” 

“Pantiesl” She came up from the bed, flinging things 
right and left. “Draw the bath. It takes a long time for 
me to dress. Draw the bath." 
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Yes, honey, yes,” Blossom White moved on. ‘Then 
IT iron an* press the things. Yon won't see no mo 1 Bs- 
peranda today* She's mad, an' she's just like everybody 
else I know when they get mad* Nobody ain't got no 
sense when they's mad,” 

‘Wait." Kitty Grundy held up her hand, and sat back 
on the bed* *Get me a fresh pack of cigarettes out of 
the dresser drawer.” 

“You're too young to smoke so muchl* 

"I prefer doing it now instead of waiting until I’m half 
as old as God, Uke you, and then taking to a clay pipe 
at one side of the fireplace*” 

‘Ton don't have to make fun of me, honey* I know 
Im old ” 

“Get the cigarettes!” 

“All right, all right*” Blossom took them out of the 
dresser* As she turned back and came closer, she stopped, 
staring down at the girls nakedness as if she had just 
discovered it. “Lord, honey,” she pointed, “what is that I" 

“Oh, that!” Kitty Grundy laughed. “That's my— oh!” 
She caught herself, grabbing the corner of a sheet and 
whipping it across her lap* T—I scratch my legs when 
I sleep, I guess.” 

“You quit it.” Blossom White shook her head, handing 
her the cigarettes and turning again toward the bath 
room. “It ain't good for you* First it scared me. Looked 
like teeth marks 'way up the insides of yo' legs.” 

“Golly, Auntie Blossom! 1 ' She was laughing when 
the old woman had disappeared just inside the bath 
room door* “I met the nicest, nicest hitch-hiker on the 
way down, A soldier just back from ten years in France* 
No spring chicken, either. He was nearly fifty*” 

“Yes, honey*'' Water spilling in the bathtub half- 
drowned Blossom's voice, “Your bubbles business is right 
here if you wants me to spill some of it in.” 

“All right!” Her voice was almost cheery. “Two table- 



87 


STABLE BOY 

spoons of the pint bottle, about the same of the golden 
bottle. Swoosh it around until the bubbles start coming 
up. They’re wonderful.” 

She moved swiftly off the side of the bed. Naked, 
flesh shining, she stepped to a little sideboard, pouring 
herself a quick drink of brandy and downing it, then 
going back to the bed to whip the sheet around her and 
light a cigarette. 

“Now get to the ironing and pressing,” she ordered 
when Blossom returned, the bath ready. “Takes a long 
time for me to dress, as you know. But watt." She bent 
forward, keeping the sheet around her. “Take a look at 
my back and see what the devil’s itching me back there. 

“Chile, yo’ got to quit that scratchin’l” Blossom’s 
eyes widened behind her glasses as she peered up and 
down the white skin. “Why, you’re black an’ blue in 
spots, with long welts like a wildcat’s been at youl 
“All rightl All right!” She pushed the woman away 
from her, half-angrily. “Get to thatpressingl” 

“You asked me to look, honey.” 

‘Sure. Thanks!” She waved her hands impatiently. 
“But you don’t have to take aU day, and then try to 
tell me I’ve been out with a tom-cat. Don’t forget the 
super-dupers. Drawers to youl 

She was stiff in the bathtub nearly an hour later 
when Blossom White returned with the things Kitty 
wanted. The pink and golden bubbles made a great 
veil to her chin. A cloud of them spilled over the side 
of the tub and out on the red-tiled Boor, ropes and chains 
of them creeping and crawling in all directions. 

“Leave everything on the bed!” She called her erder 
through the door. “If I need you, I’ll ring. Don’t come 
back unless I call.” 

She was out of the tub a few minutes later, leaving 
the floor like the deck of a ship awash in a stormy sea. 
With a Turkish towel around her head and shoulders. 
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she was dripping the sweetly scented hubbies all the 
way to the sideboard, making a little ring of the colored 
globules around her on the rug when she halted. 

Having all the time she wanted, she mixed herself 
a double-barreled stinger, an ounce and a half glass 
filled to the brim with Cognac and the same amount 
of colorless creme-de-menthe. 

“Warm,* she half-growled, stirring it with a glass mud¬ 
dler, "but youll be warmer than that when you hit this 
hot belly and start doing your stuff, 1 * 

She downed it with the face of a merchant marine 
lifting his first one after a long voyage across the Atlantic, 
and walked to the dresser to look at herself in the big 
mirror. At least she was coming back to life. The sparkle 
was returning to her eyes, some of the dark bagginess 
below them disappearing. 

Drying herself on the towel, she turned to another 
mirror, one taller than her head and four feet wide. Once 
dry she threw the towel on the floor, wiping her feet on 
it, and stood there giving herself a careful going over. 
She smoothed the skin with her palms, nibbing away yet* 
damp places, pulling up the lumps here and there to look 
at them. Lifting one leg at a time, she inspected them 
critically, looking closely at the broken skin of the 
thighs. Letting the second leg drop, she swore with a 
grin. 

Damned bastard!” Then she was curling her lips, 
face twisting into a deep frown. “And that bitch would 
see!” 

She fumed away, snapping her finger and thumb. In 
a moment she was back with powder and puff. Now she 
was briskly dabbing, rubbing and smoothing. 

“And I'm not to go out with the Goodly doctors, 
eh?” She laughed at herself in the mirror. "They 
might spoil Abriel Grtmdys little innocent daughter! 
As if,” she winked, "she couldn't teach all these damned 
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hicks new tricks around herd Wonder if Tudette is tell¬ 
ing the truth about Napoleon? Bet he’d be like a fried 
earth worm P 

She walked back to the bed, pulling at the neat array 
of clothing Blossom White had placed there for her, 
letting this and that drop to the floor. The pretty panties 
caught her eyes, made them sparkle as she remembered 
the first time she had worn them. She lifted them, held 
them up in front of her, studying them, one smile after 

another filling her face. 

“Lace for the young, as well as the old!” She laughed 
whisperingly. “Hot pants to draw hot blood. Look out, 
honeys, here comes the forbidden charms!” 

Lifting one foot at a time, she shoved the long and 
sleekly graceful legs into them, and ran up the little 
zipper with a white ribbon attached to it at the left side 
of her thigh. 


13 


' MINKSKINT 

*Amos, why the devil and Tom Thunder don t 
you marry Esperamh and be done with it? 

Night was falling when Abriel Grundy had come driv¬ 
ing in. Amos Foley had been there this time to swing 
open the gates for hjm> closing them as the light buggy 
wheeled on into the hallway of the barn. Kitty s bright 
coupe was gone from under the north end of the long 
buggy shed lean-to on the barn s east side. If Abriel 
Grundy had noticed it there was no word about its 
absence of a sign of it in his face. 

Like most of the things he did, Gnmdy had simply 
dropped his big figure out of the buggy, straightened, 
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shuffled back his shoulders, and had come out with the 
question about Amos marrying Esperanda, his tone as 
Hat as a pancake. Amos Foley might have been struck 
squarely on his long and broad nose by one of Grundvs 
ham-like fists. He stood there with his mouth bagged 
open, his eyes walled with surprise. 

"Why-” Foley’s mouth flapped. “Why-why-why!” 
* We11 ’ now! ”. Grundy grinned at him, mockingly. 
“When you get through with all that ‘why-whying’ maybe 
you II be able to answer a simple question, Amos. You 
clearly understood it, didn’t you?” 

“Why, yes, suh, Mr. Abriel!” Foley seemed to have 
lost about four shades of color. "Seems like I did but 
just whut did you say?" 

"Well, if I must go over it,” the old seriousness was 
suddenly back in the long, hard face, “why don’t you 
marry Esperanda and be done with it? Quite simple.” 
He shrugged the big shoulders. “Now I suppose you’ll 
stand there for the next forty minutes telling one lie 
after another as to why you can’t marry her or won’t.” 

“That-that blue-gummed she-devil!” Amos stamped 
his foot as if to take some of the fury out of himself, “I 
wouldn’t have that woman if her elbow was ringed with 
gold an’ smeared with New Orleans molasses! Look 
here, now, you didn’t come home drunk! I ain’t never 
seen you drunk, Mr. Ahriel!” 

No, I m not a get-drunk man, Amos.” Grundy stepped 
over to Black Night’s stall, running his hand up and 
carelessly stroking the horse’s muzzle. “I’ve been think¬ 
ing about this thing a good while. You’ve got money in 
the bank, and so has Esperanda. I’m tired of seeing you 
banging around the kitchen in the big house at every 
chance you have to watch Esperanda. You’re like a 
hungry and drooling hound pup with his eyes on a 
juicy ham bone.” 

“I ain’t been watchin’ her, Mr. Abriel!” Foley opened 
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his big hands desperately. “I wouldn't have that woman 
—if she was the last woman on eythl 

"Now, Amos!” . , 

“No, sir, Mr. Abriel!” Foley stamped again. No, sir! 
Hope to- fall dead in my tracks, I don’t want her. I 

wouldn’t have er! ^ 

“Amos, von Ye breaking her heart. 

“Bustin’her heart?” Amos Foley’s mouth bagged again, 
eyes so round thev were showing all the whites. Why- 
why, Mr. Abriel—” 

“Don’t start that again.” Grundy turned awav from 
Black Night, hand still lifted as if about to cup it over 
the Negro’s mouth to silence him. “She’s crazy about 
you. You know it. Everybody except you, you long-eared 
mule! Best looking high-yellow in this country. Every 
Negro who sees her wants her. Dying to get his arms 
around her, to run off with her and marry her. And shes 
pining out her very soul for youl And what do you do. 
He swept his big hands right and left. “You sneak into 
the kitchen, get behind the stove. You sit there just 
watching her! Well, Amos, I’m sorry 1 mentioned it. He 
started to walk on. “I’ve never yet learned how to educate 
a jackass, and I quit keeping them on the place any¬ 
where within five miles of me. Then I let you, the worst 
iackass I ever saw, come along and settle right down in a 
little house at the north end of my big barn. 1 m surprised 

at myself* Put up that team " 

"Wait right here a minute, Mr. Abriel, please. Amos 
Foley whirled. He took two big jumps, and caught him 
by the arm. “Please, now, please! Whut did you say Trout 

her bustin’ her heart out for me?” 

“I’ve said it." Again Abriel Grundy pretended to want 
to get away from him. “Sorry I ever mentioned it.” 

“No wait, please!” Foley had both hands damped 
on his arm now. “How come you do me like you do? 
You stir me up like this, then you walk right off an 
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leave me! That womans a blue-gummed rattlesnakel 
She— 

And what are you!" The big face scowled down at 
him. “A gold-skinned angel handed straight down from 
the heavens aboveF” 

"I’m blue-gum, blue-gum, Mr. Abriel!” The big hands 
tightened again. ‘Anyway, how’s a man to know a wom¬ 
an s pinin her heart out for him if she picks up a stick 
of stovewood an tries to bust your brains if vou just 
reaches out one time an pats her on the-on the place 
where at a man oughta pat a woman?" 

“So that’s why she’s so afraid of you!" 

She didn’t act like she was afraid of the devil an’ high 
water that night, Mr. Abriel!” Amos Foley was trying to 
grin. “She just reached for that stick of stovewood. 
Up she come with it. Down she comes. Next thing I 
get a chance to find out about it, I'm settin’ on top of 
the stove. It was so hot it scorched the seat of my new 
pants before I could jump an’ duck the next lick.” 

Then she did hit you?” 

“She didn't kiss me!” 

Very well, Amos, He shook Amos' big hands from 
his arm. and was moving right on. “I’ll have no more 
to say about it. If you’re so confounded ignorant and 
so confounded blind—" 

“Did she say somethin’ to you, Mr. Abriel?" Foley 
was trotting beside him now, beads of perspiration 
standing out on his nose in spite of the cold. “Did she 
drop some hint about me?” 

“Get this straight, Amos Foley!” Grundy’s voice was 
hard as he stopped and faced him again. “I’ve gone as 
far as I’m going. I’ll violate not one word more of a 
confidence voiced to me. I’ll add no more ache, no more 
cry and pain to a poor love-sick girl’s heart. After all,” 
he shook back his shoulders and was moving on again, 
its up to a man to quietly and gentlemanly speak bis* 
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own piece. You play a fiddle. You have one in your little 
house to play. Haven’t you ever seen a snake charm a 
bird? Don't you know you'd be apt to get kicked into 
Kingdom Come if you walked into a stall with one of 
my gentle Belgium mares and grabbed her by the tail. 
Amos-” he looked up like a man praying for the hope¬ 
lessly damned, voice deeply intoning-'without a shadow 
of doubt, you haven’t a lick of sense in your thick 

“Well, bust me open, bust my britches!” Amos had 
stopped, rolling, wadding his little hat in his big hands. 
The grin on his face was stretching from ear to ear, 
his eyes sparkling. “Mr. Abriel’s the dog-gondest man, 
the dog-dog-gondest man I ever did see! How come 
Tiis voice dropped lower, a whisper for only himself 
as Grundy kept going, “I been all this time not knowin 
that gal’s a fool about me? Ever*body seein it except 

Amos Foley!” . 

Away from Amos, Grundy was smiling to himself; 
When he let himself in at the front door, the old grave¬ 
ness had returned. Esperanda was at the big fireplace, 
squatting on her hams. Her skirts were up to her knees, 
the knees far apart as she sprinkled chips and splinter 
on the dark logs. 

“How's Miss Harper, Esperanda?” 

“She’s walkin’ in the high cotton now!” Esperanda 
turned her head and grinned. "Up an’ settin' in her 
window. The red done come back to her cheeks. My 
doctor medicine’s good. I was just upstairs to see her. 
She’ll be good as new come mornm.” 

“That’s good. In a few minutes you can go up with 

me to see her.” 

He walked on to the edge of the hearth and stopped, 
head down. His next words seemed doleful, his tone that 
of a pious person at a funeral. 

“Esperanda, let’s come to something else. How long 
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are you going to keep starving poor Amos to death?” 

"Starvin' Amos to death?” She shot to her Feet with 
a little gasp. Shootin stars Fallin to the ground, you 
ain’t talkin’ T>out no Amos Foley, Mr. Abdel!” 

"None other,” he intoned. "What other Amos could 
there be?” 

But—but that man eats like nine fattenin' hogs three 
whole times a day! Ain’t nothin’ left in the kitchen when 
he’s through. He belongs in a bam, in a pen where a hog 
ought to bet” 

“There’s sometimes a thirst in a man that can’t be 
cooled by water, Esperanda.” He was staring at the 
hearth. “There’s sometimes a hunger no food will sat- 
isfy ” 

Then it must be in his blood!” She tried to smile. “In 
his head or his feet It can’t he his belly.” 

“He’s slowly dying, Esperanda." He clasped his hands 
behind him. “Poor Amos!” 

Now ain’t that the funniest news!” She put both 
hands on her hips and giggled. "Where you goin’ to 
bury 'im? Out yonder in the mule lot?” 

“Esperanda, no.” His tone was low, so deep it seemed 
to rise from the dark depths of a bottomless pit, his 
gaze appearing glued to the hearth stones at his feet. 
“Surely the voice that answers me is not the voice of 
the woman I know. There is cruelty and deviltry awalk 
hand in hand in this fair and noble land.” 

“Now what the devil you girtin' at?” She took a step 
away from him, a little quiver of alarm going over her 
from this strange turn in him. “You gone an' lost your 
mind, Mr, Abriel?” 

“I could never believe you to be so cruel, Esperanda ” 
Where is I cruel!” Anger was suddenly trying to 
overcome her fear. “What’s this got to do with that 
of fool Amos Foley!” 

“He loves you so tenderly." 



STABLE BOY 


95 


“Amos Foley?” She took another step away him 

and snorted. “Yeah, he loves-tenderloin! Yeah that s 
whutl Tenderloin! That hig ol’ mule! Puttm his big 

ol' hand under my dress!” 

“Esperanda,” he lifted his hand, quoting, Let him 

without sin cast the first stone.’” 

“That’s Bible, Mr. Abriel!” She took three steps away 
from him this time, eyes widening “Don’t yon go to 
foolin’ a. me with no Bible! I dent like Mr_ Atodl To 
hell,” she was beginning to shout, with that ol 

“Then go your way, cruel woman. Both his hands 
were up, his tone a benediction. “I try to faring you .* 
story of love, the glory, the sweetness, the beauty, the 
wisdom and righteousness of the holy bonds of matri¬ 
mony. I cry and cry alone. You hear me not, woman 
“Auntie Blossom! Auntie Blossom!” Esperanda syeUs 
should have been heard to the barn as she whee ed and 
headed toward the kitchen. “Come here quick! Come 
here an’ save me! Mr. Abjriel’s gone crazy as a bedbug 

for surel* , 

"Overloaded my gun that time!” He grinned as be 

beaded on for his room. , . , 

Up in his room, he dropped into his old chair by the 

window, watching the last of the day fade on the Rac¬ 
coons a dozen miles across the valleys and ridges, 
came to him that this was not like a home where a 
loved one had been buried the day before. Deep in his 
being, wherever a man stored his emotions, he could 
feel only a great relief. Something had been lifted. 

Something had gone out of him. 

Tov Grundy had once been the shining light, th 3 
flame, the torch, all that Abriel Grundy had wapted m 
the way of a woman, all he could have ever wanted. The 
torch had burned on and on after that one terrible 
awakening in the bam. Until seven years ago, he had 
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suffered for it. Not only he, but Joy had suffered. She 
had never once let it be any other way. Joy, the crushed 
and broken toy, the beautiful little flower with her dying 
duck act each time he had gone near her. The same little 
woman who could sometimes laugh and squeal in her 
room when certain company came to see her, and be sick 
and broken five minutes after the company was gone. 

Rambling Gables had had no mistress these many 
years. Abriel Grundy bad had no wife. It had been 
an ordeal to get up to see her once a week, twice a 
month, sometimes once a month. Every blasted time 
he had gone to her room he had been made to feel 
like a man under guard. Dear Joy had to have this, 
that and the other, her finger constantly on the button 
to tinkle a-bell downstairs. Blossom or Kit, Miss. Harper 
or Esperanda Kelly coming and going. At night, her 
door was locked and doubled-bolted, closed against the 
one man who caused her to become so frightened and 
near-deadly ill when he came close to her! Abriel 
G ™ndy was no man to hide his feelings. 

Im only a man!” he had once cried out in a fit of 
his darkest desperation. "No better, no worse than the 
rest of these one-horned rams, goats and bulls called 
men! I give to all your churches and your drives. I help 
the poor from my own pocket to make sure they get it 
Im noted for getting bums out of jail. The hell of it, I 
guess, is that I can’t sing psalms on Sunday.” 

Now it was over, and Joy in her grave. In all her 
tits and moanings he had not once been moved to ask 
for a divorce or put her out of the house. Not once had 
he invited the Farlow breed to come in and take over 
ough Joy had hinted of that very thing many times! 
Now Kitty seemed to be getting herself in shape 
to be the next dark cloud tin his horizon. In spite of all 
he could do, she was going to have things her own way. 
tie liked to see people go their way, standing and fight- 
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ine on their own feet, but one had to use a little common 
horse-sense even in that. Great battles were never won 
with a mean mouth and a nasty disposition, and kitty ha 
developed both in the past three or four years. 

She had had too much, that was all. That fault 
he knew, was his. A girl her age did not need a thousand 
dollars every three months to see her through a school 
where he had paid everything else but her board and 
room. A girl her age did not need an automobile good 
for one hundred and twenty miles an hour. Yet Kitty 
had that car. A buggy seat would never be good enough 
for her royal behind again. She no longer would ride a 
good saddle horse that she could have, know and tram 
for herself. She would, however, take a twenty-dollar 
plug and fiddle along a bridle path in a big towns 
public park at three or four dollars an hour. 

Maybe that was life. Maybe he was just too old- 
fashioned and too stingy to know what life was all about 
He had been told that so often in the past couple of 
years, he was beginning to believe it. A typical damned 
Southern gentleman, Kitty had said only this past sum¬ 
mer. A high-born man of a once-glorious South who 
might sleep with a Negro gal all night, then be damned 
if he would let her eat breakfast with him. 

He was inwardly trying to laugh at himself when Es- 
peranda knocked timidly. At his grunt, she opened the 
door cautiously, poking only her head mside, 

“You all right yet?" There was still uncertainty m her 
tone. “Or—or is that spell still on you?” 

“I haven’t bit myself yet” 

“But no tellin' when you will ” Now she trusted her¬ 
self half inside, watching him as if ready to wheel and 
holt back down the stairs. “Supper 11 soon be on the 
table. If you think yon’d better dare eat, after the shape 
you come in with a little while ago.” 

“So you’ve still got Amos on your mind, eh? 
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"Plentyl” She came on inside and to within a yard 
oi him. Hopin' lots for Amos Foley. Hopin’ the day 
comes nght soon when Black Night kiUs him an' I 
can wear my new sealskin coat to the funeral. It cost 
seven hundred dollars,” 

“And where," he smiled, "did you get a seven hundred 
dollar sealskin coat?” 

“Miss Kitty,” she grinned, “give it to me last night be¬ 
fore she got mad this mornin’. Said you’re buying her a 
minkskin,” 

Oh, the hell she did!" He came up so quickly, she 
buck-jumped back toward the door. "Well, you wear it 
Esperanda. Don’t be a fool and offer it back to her. One 
things certain. I’m buying no mink coat. They’re not 
worn in this section” 

"You've done got it, Mr. Abriel 

‘The sealskin?” 

“The minkskml” She laughed at him now. She’s gone 
high-steppm’ out in it tonight. Me an’ Auntie Blossom 
spent an hour trym to clean an' fix, it this mornin, Its 
got three cigarette holes burned in it, an' the linin' was 
so messed up an’ tom it looked like somebody been 
rum a big ol sweatin mule in it somewhere in a 

fence corner. Somethin’ to do about a soldierman hitch- 
hiker, 

Iord > no1 ” He ^PPed limply back in the chair. 
INoI i 

“Any day now,” Esperanda was venturing back to 
him, you 11 be gettin’ the bill,” she said. “Eight whole 
thousand dollars. 

Minkskinf he groaned. 

Minks kin!" She grinned as she nodded. "Wonder 
what kind of gold mines it grows in, anyhow?" 

He was too white-faced even to try to answer her. 
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With Esperanda at his heels, he went to see 
Libby Harper before going on to the lonely big dining 
table One who rarely forgot good manners, he was there 

for only a few minutes, loomed 

“Now, you're looking like you should! He lmed 

above her; smiling down at the upturned pale face. You 

scared the thunder out of us this morning. 

“I’m dreadfully sorry, Mr. Grundy. 

“Don’t be at all ” He wiggled his shovel-like hands 
laughing awkwardly. "You just get back to:yoime!L 
Everybody misses you, even for this short tun. 
want' is your good health and to see your quick smd 
ZZ Jms old house. If. snore hornlike than ever w«l>- 

•VSLtr she smiled up at him. >« can count on 

me at the breakfast table.” . , . , A « T st 

“Good!” He grinned happily, flapping his h • I 
that and nothing more. You’re not to turn an eye to a 

^An’ she won’t!” Esperanda was all grinning teeth 
beside him. “We wont letter!” 

“Thank you, Esperanda!” , d 

“Yes ma’am. Miss Libby.” Esperanda s big g 
to short laughter. “All we want is just you round an 
feelm your old self. Auntie Blossom’s fixm you a nice 
supper tray in the kitchen, honey. Big, thick an ,uiey 

“Oh, no, not so much, Esperanda. 

“You need red meat, an red meat you gi 
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That s right, Esperanda. ’ Grundy was nodding. "You 
see that she eats. Maybe you could bring a cot up here 
tonight—” 

"No! no!” Libby lifted her hands. “Please! None of all 
that trouble for mel Let Esperanda sleep in her own 
room. There's the bell. If I need anything, I’ll only have 
to ring. I m not sick, really. Watch me tomorrow. I'll bor¬ 
row your saying, Mr. Grundy. I'll be high and tall in the 
saddle again*” 

But dont bother with a thing! * he warned, sternly, 
TMone of us will stand for it ” 

He was grim for the rest of the evening, not cross, 
just silent and gravely thoughtful, a pall of gloom having 
settled over him. At the breakfast table he was back 
to himself, smiling, chuckling. Libby Harper was in her 

° HIld ” eVer had he been more attentiv e to her. 

It Kitty troubled his thoughts, there was no sign of it. 

He was not going to tell her what Esperanda had told 
™‘°' ne k e Pt the confidings of his servants to himself. 
All during breakfast, he seemed as happy as a bear. 

i , 1 j °? ked goo<i A woman had her 

burdens, her times, her curses, the Negroes called them, 
but this was the first breakdown Libby had had at 
Rambling Gables. 

“You need a vacation,” he told her. “You’re entitled 
year ** y° u w ant it. Full pay." 

But, she looked up, “won’t I now be soon leaving?” 

J TT” He I* i— >nd 

tared aimlessly down the long table. ‘There are still 

many things around here to be done. Miss Libby.” 

And people to talk, Mr. Grundyl” 

Damn the people! Some were talking before you 

ZTA- Ym — *" *“• * 

“Well-yes " Her face pinked. "Something about King 
Solomon and his lofty castle on the mountain brow.” 
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“Church people glorify him” He grinned, “Say he was 
a great and wise fellow. Must have been, with seven 
hundred wives to handle. That, I'll bet, is where hair¬ 
pulling got started.” 

Td be the last one to doubt it!” she laughed. “But 
about that vacation, Mr. Grundy. Now that I’m feeling 
down in the mouth, as you sometimes say, 1 could go 
see my two brothers in New York for a week or ten 
days.” 

"Why-why, yeah!” He was suddenly as sputtering as 
Amos the evening,before in the barn. “Yeahl The fast 
train can be ordered to stop for you right down here in 
town. You’ll board a Pullman that’ll take you right in to 
the Penn Station in New York. Why-why, yeah!” He had 
to laugh at himself now. 'That’ll be just fine.” 

“You won’t have to pay me, Mr. Grundy, for the 
time.” 

‘That’s been settled, Miss Libby!” His hands balled 
into fists on the end of the table. “Don’t bring it up again. 
Ill get your tickets and reservations when you’re ready.” 

‘Then,” she stared down at her plate, “maybe I’ll go 
tomorrow.” 

“Tomorrow?” His eyes popped, face flashing pale. “To¬ 
morrow—you may not be well enough for such a tripl 

“But I will be, Mr. Grundy.” She was avoiding his eyes 
by staring across the table. “While I’m gone, you can 
be deciding on what is best from here on.” 

“Why, yes, I guess so. Miss Libby.” His voice had- 
become whisper-like. Again he was staring, straight down 
the table. "We can both maybe decide on things.” 

Thirty minutes later, out on the big porch, he was 
still so deep in thought he was lost to all the world. 
The bright but cold sunlight was in his face, coming 
over a pine thicket on a sharp ridge eight hundred 
yards away and sweeping down a gently rolling stretch 
of field land. His face was hard, like a pine-knot. 
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Black Night banged his stall, nickered, and whistled, 
fury taking hold of him. He had been raging just be* 
fore breakfast, and twice during breakfast. Grundy had 
paid no attention to it. Now he turned his head and saw 
Amos Foley coming toward him. Amos stopped at the 
edge of the porch, shifting from one foot to the other. 

“Mornin', Mr. Abriel." He was a little pale at the 
mouth. “Elley Gann brought up the second mare. Just 
ten days behind the other n, The second gray Belgium, 
I mean,* 

“Yes, Amos." Abdel Grundy was suddenly back to him¬ 
self and suppressing a small smile. “You've had your 
breakfast, I guess?" 

“Oh, yeah." Amos grinned. “Always a full hour before 
you." 

“Well,” Grundy looked back into the sunlight, still 
suppressing his smile, “you can get along with the 
business in the barn." 

“Now, Mr. Abriel,” Amos was shifting his feet again, 
“you know I just can't. No matter if I did whip ’im, no 
matter what you tell me an' I try to do—well,” he clawed 
off his little hat, briskly scratching his head, “Im still 
scared to death of Black Night, "specially when there’s 
a mare for him to serve." 

“You're just a danged coward, Amos.” Grundy damped 
on the big hat, “Looks like I'll have to do your job all 
the time " * 

Tm sorry, Mr. Abdel!" 

“You can’t help it, Amos. Fear is fear." 

Black Night saw him coming over the top of his high 
planking. Again the horse was throwing a fit, nickering, 
whistling, rearing until his head struck the flooring of 
the loft above his stall, 

“Stop it, Black NightF* The voice was heavy, com¬ 
manding. In Grundy's right hand now was a short rid¬ 
ing crop he had taken from a wooden peg in the wall 
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above his head. In the left hand was a stout halter-shank 
Amos had handed him. He opened the door, Black 
Night’s big behind buck-jumping in his face. But the 
horse was not attempting to kick him. 

“Come around, tjou!” Black Night came, a wheel of 
flashing-eyed blackness, muzzle poking forward. Grundy ^ 
caught the nose band of his stout halter. In what seemed 
only a second he had snapped on the halter-shank, 
“Now, mind you, mind you, boy! He shook the riding 
crop before the horse’s eyes. * We are not going to a 
fire. Take it easy. Come on!" 

“Golly!” Amos Foley was hugging the opening to 
the barn lot just behind them, ready to bolt upstairs. 
“Now, just why can’t I do that? 

The stocks were under a big shed at the north end 
of the barn. As a unit, it was like a rather short, strong- 
railed gang-plank, made of three-inch iron pipes. A tall, 
long-necked farmer was waiting. In the stocks, prancing, 
scared and sweating, was a young gray mare. 

It was one of the ordinary jobs to be encountered on 
a large farm. For a man who bred as many fine horses 
and mules as Abriel Grundy, it came as naturally as 
hitching up a team, and yet here was always a certain 
excitement about it. Both stallion and mare were danger¬ 
ous at these times. Either were apt to bite or kick, 
especially young mares that had never been to a stallion 
before. 

Like most breeders, Abriel Grundy always put a stal¬ 
lion up twice. There was a short rest for the horse after 
the first rise, giving him time to ready himself for the 
second. It was probably old-fashioned to some of the 
smart young men of the universities. To Abriel Grundy, 
it was the one way of getting the almost certain good 
catch to bring the best colt or filly. 

Not one of the three men once suspected that they 
were being watched. No one saw the two big, wild- 
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blue eyes watching them through the crack in the 
north wall of the barn. They were less than six feet 
away from Black Night's left flank each time he lifted 
himself to the call 

And no one saw the contorting white face, the beat- 
. ing and blowing wings of the small nose, the turning, 
grinding and twisting of the girlish body, the swaying 
and rocking hips. Even her furious gasps and the 
screams of delightful agony that might have come out 
of her were held inside her. 

The silence was near-bursting her when Black Night 
finished his second rise. 

Panting noiselessly, her body afire, it was time for 
the watching girl to go. She wheeled and fled through 
doors and openings, a small ghost in a bright dressing 
gown who had come, seeing all, watching all, and was 
gone unseen in the shadows. 
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"Now you can handle him, Amos * He turned 
and handed Foley the halter-shank and the riding crop. 
Black Night was rubbing the side of his head against 
Grundy s shoulder. The farmer was unsnapping the 
ends of the straps that made the forward end of the 
stocks, taking the mare away. "He's gentle enough® 
Yeah, for now, Mr. Abriel,” Foley'grinned, his fear 
gone, “Like a down-beat little pup-dog, but it ain't 
for long. Give J im a little restin' spell, an' the devils 
goin to start stixrin' agin in that mean oF killer 
blood he's got.'* 

"Well, he's a darned good fellow for what we keep 
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him.” Grundy spanked the stallion as he moved on 
past him. “Give him a good brushing down, then water 
him before putting him back in his stall. 

He started to move on after the horse, and merely 
happened to glance toward the lean-to buggy shed. The 
front end of Kitty’s club coupe caught his eye. He 
stopped in his tracks. The damed car looked like it was 

leaning on its left fender against the outer wall of the 

barn. He walked to it and halted, a scowl clouding 

his face, - lt - , . , 

The fender was against the wall, all right, bent ant 

the shining new enamel raked off about a foot of it. 
Brush and twigs were on the front bumper. The six- 
foot top of a small dead pine hung by a broken limb 
and had been dragged back under the car and lay in 
a tangle below the motor. 

Curiosity aroused, he looked at the rest of it, no¬ 
ticing scratches and deep scrapes. At the rear, a stop 
light was broken, the license plate bent, another clump 
of tangled brush and creepers hanging to the rear 

bumper. 

This was the way Kitty Grundy took care of every 
infernal tiling she got her hands on. You pulled this, 
you pushed that, and a car would run. Mattered lit¬ 
tle what was in the way, front or rear. When Kitty 
wanted to go, she was going to go. The insurance com¬ 
pany would take care of it, and to hell with itl 

He put his hands on the door and looked inside the 
ear The front seat with its bright-red leather covering 
was long and deep. A lone driving gauntlet lay in the 
middle of it, the other probably dropped and for¬ 
gotten somewhere. Maybe it was in the glove compart¬ 
ment He pushed the button of the latch, and jerked 
his hand back as if a rattlesnake had struck at it when 
the cover of the compartment fell with a clatter to the 

floor. 
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“In another month,” he growled, “the whole thing 
will probably fall apart if you put a hand on it How 
could she have broken that cover off?” 

A mess of things had spilled to the floor, trailing 
the cover. He tried to pick them up and poke them 
back. A hard black rubber nozzle on the end of a red 
rubber tube flapped out, waggling below his nose like 
a scolding finger. He swore in a whisper, ramming 
it back only to have the soft rubber bag on the other 
end of its five-foot tube come bulging out at him like 
a big bubble of blowgum. Once everything was back 
and the cover shoved in with it he saw an exceptionally 
long cigarette lying on the floor. He picked it up, looked 
at it closely, and swore as he hastily put it in his coat 
pocket. 

He might have moved on, but a little bundle of 
bright silk lying on the back seat caught his eye. He 
reached for it, held it up, then gave it a shake. It be¬ 
came a pair of black panties with white and gold lace. 
Something had Happened to the zipper, arid the darned 
things looked as if they had been torn off by the 
clawing hand of a gorilla. He shoved them inside his 
bosom, and headed on toward the house. 

Now, he just had to hold his temper. If he lost it 
today, terrible things might happen. Maybe he could 
sit beside her, calmly holding her hand and quietly 
talking about things. In the past, he had been able to 
do it, reasoning out this and that and coming to con¬ 
clusions, never having to lift his voice. 

Kitty could listen. She could at least make some show 
of trying to understand him. The one thing he could 
not stand was that spitting-cat business she had de¬ 
veloped. And at times throwing her hair forward over 
her eyes and glaring at him through it while she bared 
her teeth at him like a gopher at bay in a comer. 

He was not expecting to see her out of bed before 
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noon. That would give him time to get a good bridle 
on his thoughts and know what to say She fooled 
him He was washing his hands in the kitchen when 
she came in behind him. She missed seeing him tor 
a second, and spoke to Blossom White. 

“Tell Esperanda I want hefl I left my super-dupers 
in the back seat of the car last night. I don't want 
the prying nose and eyes of my old man-ohl She 
had seen him. “Oh, oh, there you are!” * 

“Yes I'm here, Kitty.” He turned, drying his hands 
on a towel, hat on the back of his head. “Maybe you 11 
sit and drink a cup of coffee with me in the dining 
room? Just us two, Kitty. 

“Ohl” His quiet voice and mild manner seemed 
to have shocked her. “Why-why, yes, I guessthat would 
be all right. "Yes,” she laughed queerly, I thmk ld 
like that! Ill join you in just a minute or two, Dad y. 
Let me dash on some of my face and push up my 

hair.” 

“All right, Kitty. Take your time. 

Now dang it, she had him where the hair was short. 
She was going to try to be nice to him. Of late, that 
usually meant an ace up her sleeve. It could be the 
mink coat this morning. Maybe something else coming 
in with it. He was going to lose his shirt, just as always, 
when she played him for the big sucker he could be 
with her cuddling up to him and mouthing sweet no¬ 
things in the little-bird voice she could affect. 

No matter. He was hoping for the best as he moved 
on to the dining room. Anything to hold her quiet for 
a little while. One had to scheme, plot, and hope when 
trying to handle young wild mares these days. If she. 
would only be truthful, if she would only try to be 
helpful, then they might stumble upon an understand- 

H e had waited more than twenty minutes before she 
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came in, sweet and clean looking now, hair smoothed 
up and sleeked back. Her eyes were big and innocent, 
so bright he thought she bad put something in them 
to make them shine with an emerald tint around the 
blue, ^ 

“Auntie Blossom made us some fresh coffee ” he told 
her, rising and helping her with her chair. 

“And you’re a fool about your fresh coffee, Daddy!" 

* She looked up with those bright eyes smiling. “Don’t 
you want to kiss me?" 

He could not have concealed the startled light in 
his eyes with a blind bridle. He bent over, and kissed 
her awkwardly, lightly. “I always want to kiss you 
when you’re nice like this!” 

One cube or two. Daddy?” She had the sugar bowl 
in one hand and was pointing to his cup with the other. 

“Why—” he tried to smile-“suppose I take it this 
morning like you take yours?” 

All right, Daddy. She dropped five cubes in his 
cup, and reached for the cream. “This is chummy! Just 
like old times. I shouldn’t mention it, I know, but I just 
must tell you. I’m so sorry about yesterday. Daddy. 
Please forgive me. Daddy's little girl'was a mean little 
old girl!” 

I m sorry about it, too, Kitty,” he stammered. 

“You big old dear!” She tried to clasp the back of 
bis hand with her hand. “You’re the grandest father any 
girl in the world ever had! Even the girls at school 
say that. Not many of them have fathers who are as 
generous as you are. Of course,” she poured cream in 
her coffee, “few of them are as rich as you are. There’s 

* reason. Most have fathers who have had to make 
their fortunes. Not many were bora with their fortunes 
already made for them.” 

I see, Kitty. He took a sip of his coffee. “I was heir 
to a few thousand acres of land, a great old house on a 
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mountain brow. Not everybody knows, Kitty, that I was 
also heir to two hundred and forty thousand dollars 

a » 

in— 

In cash?” 

“Debts * The word came flatly, and he had to keep 
his eyes away from her as he tried to tell her more of it 
“My heritage lay mostly in run-down fields gutted with 
red-clay gullies, scrub timber, rock-bound ridges, and 
most "houses and barns on the place falling apart, The 
creditors forced me to sell the best of the land. I was 
smart enough to hold all mineral rights 

“And that,” she cut in again, “was where the mines 

came ini" 

“The iron mines, yes. The big companies that set up 
their tipples and opened the holes that became the 
mines. That today is the belly of all the income, Kitty.” 

“Speaking of income. Daddy,” she was keeping her 
eyes focused on the wall across the table, “I’m over¬ 
drawn down at the bank. Not too much. They know 
you’ll fix it.” 

"Yesterday I was in town, Kitty.” Now he was look¬ 
ing at her, jaws hard. “I settled and closed your ac¬ 
count.” 

“You closed my account?” 

“Y es> You were overdrawn.” His smile was hard. Just 
eleven thousand, nine hundred and seventy-six dollars 
and eight cents.” 

“Daddy!” She shot to her feet. “You-you were down 

there poking your nose into my—” 

“Sit back, Kitty.” He kept his words level, almost 
gentle. “Lets get off money for the moment. Let’s not 
raise our voices. Maybe, Kitty, wed better get our heads 
together and talk like two thieves laying a plot. A plot, 
Kitty, to help you, to help me. We might get to an 
understanding. Here-here are your drawers ” He took 
the tom garment from his bosom and put it in a wad 
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on the table beside her. “This thing,” he laid the big 
cigarette beside her super-dupers, "really bothers me 
worse than the drawers.” 

"Why ” she tried to laugh, “it’s a cigarette!" 

Marihuana, Kitty.” His voice was whisper-like. 
"Dope-weed lower class Mexicans are supposed to 
smoke,” 

"And if it is ” she was suddenly snarling, “how does 
it happen that a big country yokel like you would 
know so damned much about it? You’re only an awk¬ 
ward and overgrown Lookout Mountain horse-breeder!” 

"Be gentle, Kitty” His big hand was up. “Gentle, 
Kitty. My horses have put many dollars in your hand, 
many pretty dresses on your back,” 

"Don’t look at me like thatl” She was backing away 
along the table. “I know what people say about your 
eyes! Everybody knows what they are! When you’re 
mad they’re tlm cold and yellow eyes of a rattlesnakel” 
“Kitty, Kitty.” He was still holding that voice, the 
bulldog keeping a, grip on himself. "Please, Kittyl” 

Oh, go to hell!” she screamed, wheeling and racing 
to the doorway to the kitchen before she" jerked to a 
halt and turned. “I can’t sit at a table for a cup of 
coffee with my own father without him wanting to 
pick a fight with me! I’m afraid of you, Abriel Grundyl 
I’m afraid of you!” 

With that she was gone, but she would be back. He 
knew it, and sat still and straight in his chair. Her 
explosion was too sudden to amount to anything like 
a real sulk. She had found herself cornered with that 
tom undergarment and the marihuana cigarette. Jump¬ 
ing up and flying into her act would avoid an explana¬ 
tion. That act had been handed along to her, but Joy 
had been smoother, far smarter, resorting only to cry¬ 
ing and hysterical fits of supposed fainting. 

Im sorry. Daddy!” She was in a doorway behind 
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him three minutes later. “I never want to fight with 
you Forgive me if I said the wrong things. ^ 

"Kitty,” he spoke without turning his head, you won t 

be going back to that school." 

“I won’t whatr Her voice was almost a howl. I want 
my education! I want my friends. I have a good time- 
"Kitty,” he broke in gently, “you’re not getting an 
education. I used to think anybody could get one. They 
can’t. Only two out of ten can take it. I’m givmg big 
leeway with that. Education is art, and art is hard work. 
Education takes .genius, for genius is only understand¬ 
ing the will, the honest desire, the soul of aecomphs - 
ment. You are only the wild winds blowing Kitty. 
He stared down the table at the wall. "You listen to 
only the wild winds calling. You think you know it all 

and nobody can tell you a thing. tI ,_. 

“And you’re an old-fashioned fool!” she snarled. Who 
were the devilish Grundys? What M the Grundys- 
"Kitty,” he cut in gently, “the Grundys were good 
people. They kept their feet on the ground. They never 
had all these troubles. But 1 don’t want to go into that 
He came up from bis chair. “About the school, though. 
My mind is set and clear. You’re staying closer to home. 
Guess you’d better call that an ultimatum. 

Leaving her speechless and staring, her big eyes and 
her mouth open, he picked up his hat, and walked 
quietly from the room. 


16 

MAN OF HER OWN 

Libby Harper had a heavy coat around her 
and was on the big front porch, the air still and the 
sunlight warm, when he came outside. In her lap lay 
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a small bundle of mail. She handed it up to him as 
he stopped beside her and clamped on his hat. 

“Its the accumulation since last Thursday,” she told 
him. I didn’t want to. bother you with it, and merely 
put it aside as Amos brought it in from the mail box. 
None of them are personal. They're mostly-well just 
bills.” 

“From the North, I reckon!” 

“Mostly” 

“They would be.” He scowled, then tried to smile 
again. Anything about the minkskin coat?” 

“You'd better look at them, I think.” She was still 
holding the mail up to him. “When you are ready. I’ll 
make out the checks for you.” 

I asked about a minkskin coat. Miss Libby” 

"Well,” she colored, “it’s there, yes. Evening gowns 
and other things with it.” 

"Evening gowns!” He snorted. “What do these splin¬ 
ter-tailed school punks need with evening gowns? How 
much is that particular bill, all told?" 

“Something over nine thousand and thirty dollars.” 

So! The yellow eyes bulged. “So!” He clamped his 
jaws, flapped his big hands. "All right. If you have 
time right today you make out the checks. To each 
bdl from the North,” he stabbed a finger at her, “you 
write a letter for me to sign. 1 want each account closed. 

I m going down to town/' 

"While you are down in town,” she dropped the mail 
back in her lap, “would you mind making my reserva¬ 
tions? I d like to go on the morning train. It’ll put me 
in ^ New York fairly early the next day.” 

In the morning?" He stared across the field land 
and at the pine thicket on the distant ridge. “In the 
morning, yeah. Wouldn’t afternoon, or a day or so from 
now be better. Miss Libby?" 

“I d like it in the morning, Mr. Grundy." 
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“Well ” he moved on, “in the morning, then. I’m not 
used to’ getting far with women when I try to argue 

P °She sat watching his broad back, the tall, square 
shoulders, the swing of his long legs. He went into 
the barnyard through the little side gate to the left 
of the larger gates. Halfway between the fence and 
the bam he stopped. There he seeded to stiffen ponder¬ 
ing some great problem. For a few seconds it looked 
as "if he was about to turn back. He took off his hat, 
and stared up at the morning sky. Suddenly he slapped 
the hat a hard pop against the side of his leg, an 

moved on, the hat still in his hand. 

“So you’re working him for a trip to the big town. 
Kittv Cnmdv faced her in the big room when she 
came back inside. Her feet were wide apart her hands 
on her hips, hair messed from a recent clawmg and 
pulling. Through a mass of it, her eyes leered. 

“Of course hell pay the bill!”^ 

“I have my own money, Kitty.” 

“I’m Miss Grundy to you from now on! she snarled. 
“Hear mel And you’re not fooling me, you hot catl 

“Mill Kitty, I said! You’re throwing your damned hot 

pants at my father! You—” 

What happened next was entirely unexpected. Libby 
had no thought of it until it was done. Kitty Grundy 
never believed that any one beyond her father wool 
jift a hand to her. Her surprise was tremendous when 
Libby's right hand caught her with a terrific slap on 
the side of her face. She went backward and down, 
the hair flying back, out of her face and eyes. 

“Now kill ’er.” The voice was a hiss, the venom at 
a cotton-mouthed water moccasin in every word. Es- 
peranda Kelly had stepped into the room from the 
parlor. A dusting cloth was in one hand, an old featl 
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duster in the other. A towel had been pinned tightly 
around her head. “Mess ’er up! Pull al! that hair out 
an’ throw it in her. face! Pluck out them mean eyes 
chew 'em up an’ spit ’em in her face!” 

“Please, Esperanda!" Libby had dropped the mail and 
was hastily gathering it up. “I’m sorry, Miss Grundy!” 

‘‘Call her a white slut!” Esperanda was still hissing, 
stopped tliree yards away, a yellow panther ready to 
spring. Never tell that bitch you’s sorry for nothin’! 
Nobody makes nobody hate to kill as quick as she does! 
Shej just one of them damned of paraysites, a leech 
on her papa s blood! Got her ’cause a douche bag busted 
or somethin'. Nobody sent for her. Nobody asked the 
bitch to come into this world. Nobody-” 

Esperanda, quiet!” Libby wheeled on her, catching 
her just in time. “No, Esperanda!" 

“You're leavin’ here, Miss Libby.” Big tears were 
beginning to well in Esperanda’s eyes, her lips starting 
to quiver. “I’m leavin’, too. Nobody knows nothin’ bout 
me in this big ol’ house. All this time I been here I ain’t 
told nothin’. I got a man of my own.” She was beginning 
to talk as if in a trance, tears stopped to shining and 
quivering pools in her eyes. “Any day now he gets ’imself 
out of the penitentiary. His white folks in the Big Black 
Belt never stop workin’ for his pardon. He was raised 
right, by them folks workin’ for him. I married ’im 
when I was thirteen. That’s why I wants no Amos Foley 
Pokin’ his hand up my clothes! I’m goin’ back to my 
Eufus. My big ol’ black an’ shining’ Rufus! What if he 
did kill a man! A drunk black bastard runnin at him 
with a razor. Miss Kitty!” She glared back at the girl as 
if she had forgotten she was there. “Miss Kitty, when 

you goin’ to grow up an’ be somethin’ but a nasty little 
slut?” 

“Don’t, Esperanda, don’t!” 

“Please, Miss Libby! My ol’ Black Belt niggah blood’s 
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up an' hot an arearin' to bum an’ bust all ove^yonder 
hell an’ back! Please, pUase, Miss Libby, let me kick her 
little fat bottom just one good sweet time. 

But no one was going to kick Kitty Grundy. \\* 
a little squeak she reeled to her right and up as if sud¬ 
denly realizing she was under a mountain about to tall 

0I l!ike a scooting rabbit she was gone back to her room. 


17 

glowing ashes 


“Calm yourself, Esperanda” Libby Harper 
shook her, lifting one hand as if to slap her Jee . 
“You must! You must! I’ve never seen you ^ this! 

“Never gets like this much.” Esperanda choked down 
a big sob and shook tears out of her eyes. I stand so 
much stompin’ up and down on my bones, an then 
my blood gets afire an’ my mule’s done run away. Am 
nobody goin’ to ’buse you 'round me. You been goo 

*°-wL both aony, Esperanda." She parted .he yellow 
cheeks that were still quivering. ‘Kitty will be sorry, 

tool” 

°“No, ma'am, never ” Esperanda stepped back wigg¬ 
ling her shoulders. “She may say it, but she dont never 
min nothin’ she says. She ain’t like her papa M 
stoop down to a dog an’ pat it on the head anJell it 
when he’s wrong. An’ nobody in the world s like you. 
You ain't never been nothin’ but good to all of u. ^ 
"Pick up that mail for Miss Libby. Blossom Whites 
voice was low. She stood in the doorway to the dining 
room her stiffly starched white apron shining. Surely 
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she had heard it. She had probably seen it all from 
somewhere in the background, and had kept silent and 
completely out of it until now. 


Go on an get yo* work done, Esperanda,” she or- 
ered, gently. I keeps an’ keeps on seein’ the meanest 
ol things in my coffee grounds ever’ momin’ when I 
looks m my cup. But she only tells you the truth. Miss 
Libby. Without you round here to hep us, the roof 
would come atumblin’ down. Don’t pay no ’tendon to 
Kitty She s like her papa say. Got a loose screw floatin’ 
round in her head at times,” 


“She ain’t no good. Auntie Blossom.” Anger was slow 
to nse in Esperanda Kelly, slow when it came to leav¬ 
ing. Tou work your hands off to the bloody bones. She 
turns on you like a mad-dog with the brain et out of his 
head. You mark my words.” She stopped, helping Libby 
Harper pick up the scattered letters. “That gal ain’t 
comm to nothin' but a mean bad end.” 

With the mail again in her hands, Libby Harper 
moved on, going up to her room and closing the door 
behind her. Esperanda had returned to the parlor and 
her every-day dusting. Blossom Wliite was back in her 
big old kitchen. Old Kit was the slick one, always 
managing to keep himself out of goings-on or any kind 
of a ruction. 


Esperanda had offered to help, but Libbv wanted 
to do this job alone. It was too much like leaving home 
hke leaving a house she seemed to have never wanted 

R, Kr ^ had b6en a lon & lo »S time in 

Rambling Gables. In spite of many things, something 

about this grand old house had become a part of her 
sometimes a very keen part 

wafl^rT 0 X UnkS Were ° pen and Waitin g against the 
waff One suitcase was on a chair. The other was still 

in the closet and would be the last one packed The 
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t™nks would carry all the heavier things and go North 

in the baggage car. . n 

North. She had never expected g like the 

song Esperanda was forever tow-humming while gto,8 
St her work— "It's three o'clock to the mormng. Weve 

^IwGruXh”^ * “' V b i ' nd ^ i °°as big 

trunk, she caught heme* huumd^ ~w and 

then straightening, giving her he 

b Thl wasT'much to pack, so many, many little 

things. Abriel Grundy was the kind ^ bought 

anybody’s birthday. When he bought one 

one for everybody in the house and for Amos in the 

SF 

som, and wondering what she could give Uncle K 

She thought it was Esperanda when a light P 
soSdiT.he door. I. was Arm*.Foley tostod Be 
had a small fire shovel in one hand, In 

3 W X- he nodded avohh 

tog“» "to take up your ashes. Wont take but 

* about to ask him to wait u"'' 1 *™”"™.," 

was the first time she tad seen him s ‘”“ ,h *' 
ordeal in the bam. Embarrassment robbed her of 
°vi leaving her numb and redW l • *• -»* 
away, quickly putting her ac o ■ n 1 « jj e 

"Esperanda say you're goto' away, Mm Libby. H« 
had dropped to a squat <m the hearth. Head halt 
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turned, he spoke in a low voice over his left shoulder 
I hope I didnt turn white as a sheet when she told 

t * at 1 i W m V heart co ™e up in my throat.” 
Amos, please.* She turned on him, lips S fcjff her 
voice low and trembling. “All my life I’ll be sorry 
You-you were not to blame. 1-1 don’t know what 
brought on the madness. It wasn’t your fault. It was all 
mine. Please dont think of it-even as a dream, a night¬ 
mare or anything else. Phaser 

nfTtT’T j S ° nna f ° rgetr A dan gerous little blade 
of hght had come into each of his eyes, startling her 

with the memory of the half-naked yellow mule thing 
loomed over her in the loft, his big hands great paws 
lips drookng, sucking. "To my dyin’ day I got to re¬ 
member. Somethin’ comes up, an’ that somethin’ won't 
go down. It robs me of my sleep, ft gives me a hurtin' 
ere a man amt got no business to hurt unless-un- 
iess there s a woman to get his hands onl” 

Amos, stop it! Please.” 

i HIT C,K ! r*’ 1 make me f °rget.” His tongue 
^shed out, licking wet lips. “You won’t forget. You 

cant you wont There you was, loose an’ limp an’ all 
sprawled out on the fodder. I see the light cornin’ down 
from the roof. The light go all over you-” 

Amosl 

hmk° y °’ H PS! ” HiS VOiCe had & own thi( * and 
” 8 " S ° ft h0t 111 hear you 

Amosl” she groaned. “Please-get out-of my rooml" 

Come *|» ^L- r- H<5 had SWUn § arouDd "Stay here. 
Come back to me one more time. You is a woman 

a no more - TIds itll be dif- 

wr’ 11)15 1C yOU ~y° urn SO to heaven on a fiery 

A B fel She n ° 'f nger UBteni,l fr She had wheeled. 

A few wild steps had taken her to the bathroom. 
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There was a slam, the dropping of a latch, the shoot¬ 
ing of a bolt, and he was gone, out of her sight, the 
strong old oak door between them. 

“Miss Libby.” In a moment he was tapping a knuckle 
lightly but firmly on the door. “Miss Libby, I got the 
ashes. Thanky ma’am, thankyl” 

Then he was leaving, going out with his pail and 
his shovel. She heard the door at the head of the stairs 
close behind him, then the noise of his feet slowly 
thumping on down the steps. 


18 

WHISTLE IN THE WIND 


Out in the bam, he stood for a few minutes 
stroking Black Nights nose and talking to him in a 
low, half-crooning voice. At the table with Kitty he 
had been half-consciously dropping cubes of sugar in 
his coat pocket. He fed a few of them to the horse, and 
started to move on. A soft and confidential whisper 
came to him from on down the hallway and to his 
right. A black mare had her nose over the top of her 
stall door, ears cocked, big eyes on him. 

“So, now.” His own voice was not much more than 
a whisper, eyes widening with new interest. "So, now, 
don’t tell me you have a secret nobody’s to ever know 
but us two!” 

Tire mare backed her ears, pranced her forefeet. Her 
teeth bared, then the lips dropped, slacked, ears sharpen¬ 
ing. Again she whispered to him. Her nicker was so low 
it could not have been beard far away. Behind him the 
jealous Black Night furiously stamped his forefeet and 
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snorted his sudden anger and apparent disgust at the 
whole business. 

“Now, now, pretty lady,* Abriel Grundy caught the 
mare’s ears and brought his big hands down around 
her black muzzle, slipping a couple of cubes of sugar 
between her lips. “What could my Black Honey be 
hiding from me?* 

He opened the door. She stamped her feet* turning 
with him as he moved halfway along her left flank. He 
halted with a little grunt, smiling from ear to ear, then 
a chuckle came from him. 

“So it’s here!” 

In a corner* behind a pile of straw, two big* wonder¬ 
ing brown eyes were staring at him, two small ears 
cocked. It was a colt no more than two hours old lying 
there in the straw, Grundy felt the anxious mothers 
black head against his shoulder. Again a low confidential 
whisper came from her. 

“And black as the midnight skyl” he chuckled again, 
leaning closer, eyes telling him all. “And by the eternal, 
that's what well call him. Midnight, the son of Black 
Night and Black Honeyl" 

He dropped to a squat, stroking the colts yet-damp 
head. The mare was right behind him, tramping her 
forefeet, nudging him. Had he been Amos or some other 
man* she might have brought those iron-shod forefeet 
up and down in a lightning stroke, slashing and crush¬ 
ing his~ back. This man had a right to be in this stall 
She trusted him; she loved him as a dog would love 
his master. Without exactly knowing it, she wanted a 
little help. Had another man's hand touched the colt 
she might have seized it with her teeth and tried to 
tear it off at the wrist. 

“Get up here, Midnight” He stepped over the colt* 
lifting it from its warm bed. Turning, he carried it back 
along the side of the mare and stood it on its feet. Big 
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hands pushed its nose forward, poked it up and to the 
mares swollen and dripping black udder. The colt 
smelled and suddenly understood. He Licked out a 
tongue, and started prancing and twisting with the 
greatest delight as he took his first taste of his mother's 
warm milk. 

"Now it was as simple as that,” Grundy laughed as 
he stepped back and caught the mare's head in his 
arms. "And you tramped your feet and poked out your 
nose, skinoing your teeth at me. Good notion to whip 
you! ” He gave her face and head a long stroke, and 
fed her more sugar* "My Black Honey with her first 
colt!” 

He laughed when he came out of the stall, the colt 
still nursing to beat the band and rapidly switching 
his tail Black Honey came on around, poking her head 
over the door. Her loose lips nibbling like light wings 
at the back of his neck, another lo^ whispering coming 
from her, forefeet tramping. He gave her another cube, 
and stepped on across the hall to stand and look back 
at her, Black Night snorting, big eyes walling, jealousy 
gnawing the Old Harry out of him. 

This was the Big It of a true horse-breeder's life, 
the reward, the thrill. The love and the confidence of 
a man's mares could 611 him body and souk 

Turning, he walked on, and stepped into the harness 
and gear room to wash his hands. Amos had harnessed 
and hitched up the grays to the light buggy. He had 
left them waiting under the wide old shed, and had 
gone on about his business. 

It was ash-day for Amos, the day to take the wood 
ashes from all the fireplaces. There was a central heat¬ 
ing system in the old house, one that had cost a small 
fortune to install The danged thing had never worked 
properly. It was always out of whack, and it had been 
joy's idea in the first place. Maybe—and no secret about 
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itl—it was that good looking heating plant salesman 
who came along. Smart from the start, he had put him¬ 
self in her fine graces by telling her all the people he 
knew in Greasy Gove. As far as Grundy knew, not a 
billy in Greasy Cove had a heating plant or would 
know what one looked like or was supposed to do. 

But he was not unhappy about the plant It did 
bring a measure of comfort—just as music brought him 
comfort of another kind. 

Five years ago he had bounded out of his chair and 
thrown his radio out the window, sending three hundred 
and eighty dollars bounding, popping and flying to 
bits of wreckage down the mountainside. From then 
on he had stuck to his good recordings, spending many, 
many a night in his room in a pale glow of shaded light, 
his soul carried heavenward of the magic carpets of 
music. And nobody to interrupt a masterpiece with a 
wild splattering of laughter or a sudden outburst of in¬ 
ane prattle. 

And there were things here on the farm, especially 
a big stock farm, one would never find elsewhere. A 
big city was only a rush and a roar. It had its attrac¬ 
tions, of course. As far as he had ever been able to 
see, it was too much make-believe, night dubs, gin 
mills, theatres, its parks and hurdy^gurdys, its zoos and 
monkey cages. It was always something hooping, bang¬ 
ing and bopping to jazz people up, trying to make them 
forget, trying to make them think they were having a 
good time when they were bored to death. Joints filled 
at night because there was nothing else to do. The 
bottle and the glass became the uplift, the hang-over, 
the downfall when morning came. On a farm, people 
with eyes, ears and a brain to grasp it were down to 
earth and their feet on the ground. The dull and the 
stupid of the city could not help seeing a farm as only 
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dull and stupid. Their skulls were too thick for even 

sensuousness to penetrate, ' 

Here on the farm was all that started life and ended 
it. Here there were seductive whisperings in the winds, 
in the yawning of newly plowed earth, in the joy of 
the mating of the fields, the sprouting and raising of 
the grain, the blooming of the rose. 

All life was here. Life was a business of mating, 
sprouting, growing, ripening. Fertility was the soul of 
all things. Ancients used the horseshoe nailed over the 
door as its symbol. Some people were yet dumb enough 
to ask a man how to hang it, failing to know it as the 
symbol of the womb, just as the male entity was in the 
plow that made way for the planting of the seed. 

Maybe all this was what was wrong with Kitty. He 
had always tried to understand her, to make an excuse 
of some sort, however shallow, for the things she did. 
She had always leaned Jo the obstinate side, doing the 
unexpected, snapping her fingers at convention, never 
asking the right or wrong of it as long as she wanted 
to do it. He had to admit that she had been that way 

here, before going North. 

Here all the fecundity of life was before Kitty, the 
smells in her nose, the quiverings, the sensuousness 
sometimes actually in the air. Maybe she had been un¬ 
able to understand it, to know the meaning of her own 
feelings. 

And maybe all this had been what had motivated 
Joy, and yet she had been with it, part of it all her 
life.’ She was hillbilly, but there were four kinds of 
billies, even two kinds of tenant farmers, the good ones, 
and the leeches who were never out of debt, always a 
drain on the farmer whose land they were supposed 
to work and plow. Given a drink of whiskey, they wanted 
to fight, to cuss out somebody, to go strutting around 
with chips oil their shoulders, evil leers on their faces. 
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Every bar and tavern in the North had had them, as 
sailors, soldiers and drifters—and wanted no more of 
them, hating the entire South because of them. 

In nothing whatever were those billies worth a damn. 
Sex was all they understood. In their shacks they bred in 
front of their children, in beds at night only a half-pace 
away, sometimes in the same beds with their children. 
They talked of it at their tables. A woman going to have 
“another’n” was no more than a cow or the sow about to 
bring a litter of pigs, and often the mere tots standing 
there watching the young life arrive. 

Fiddle, fuss, fight and fornicated! God above fixed 
everything. Some in their clap-board meeting houses 
rolled, jabbered in supposedly unknown tongues, yelling, 
howling and screaming like baboons gone mad in a cage. 
Down and rolling on the floor, with a preacher of their 
own ilk whooping it up and passing the hat, his voice, 
his ignorance and shamelessness, his only assets. 

No one could help or change those people. A con¬ 
tract signed with one was not worth the ink wasted. 
They had no morals, no ambitions beyond the conch 
of fertility and the roots to fill them. The Absaloms 
begat with their sisters, the Lots with their daughters, 
and now and then one heard of a Jezebel taking ad¬ 
vantage of her son. 

“Oh, hell!” he laughed at his thoughts, wheeling and 
moving on. “I’m just an old-fashioned whistle in the 
wind, and thats all there is to it! It*s no use going 
preaching to try to change the world!” 



19 

MALE AND FEMALE 


It was a long time before she came out of 
the bathroom. She was cold-faced, her head up, her 
shoulders back. The tremble was gone out of her; no 
fear was left. A glance showed her that Amos had closed 
the bedroom door. Had she been scared, she would have 
rushed to it, making certain that the drop on the 
wrought-iron latch was down and could not be opened 
from the outside until it was lifted. 

"So you are Libby Harper?” She stopped in front 
of the long old dresser, looking at her image in the 
big mirror. "And once so nice, dear Libby, neither sugar 
nor salt would melt in your mouth! Now you’re just a 
cheap, low slut who threw herself at a man in a bam. 
He’s not to blame. It’s you. Miss Libby Harper. Get away 
from here as nicely as you can, and never let your face 
be seen againl” 

Suddenly turning, she put her back to the mirror, 
and laughed. Yesterday so daring, so brazen and bold, 
today the pious, so damned touch-me-not. Surely Abriel 
Grundy had seen, had known she was throwing herself 
in his face. Why hadn’t he taken her, used her as a man 
wanted to use a woman? 

But why cloud her brain now with questions that could 
never be answered? What was done was done. There 
was no real answer as to the why of it. Blaming it on a 
fit of madness was such a poor excuse. An explanation 
at one minute was only given the lie by another explana¬ 
tion a minute later. Why did a crow caw, a bee buzz? 
Why was the grass green, a rose red, a violet blue? What 
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caused a star to be a star, the moon the moon, the sun 
the sunl 

To hell with it!” She gritted her teeth, and laughed 
again. "There’s no answer!* 

% She went back to her packing. A great weight seemed 
to have fallen off her. She knew now what she was 
going to give Uncle Kit, and make him happy for prob¬ 
ably the rest of his days with the way he so carefully 
took care of things. It was right there in front of her on 
a small table at the left side of the head of the bed. 
It was her little white radio that would bring in stations 
as far away as Mexico City and San Francisco, 

“All right!” Her voice was light when another tapping 
sounded on her door. There was no thought or care as 
to who it might be. "Come right on in!” 

"Yes, Miss Libby/' Esperanda opened the door. “Can't 
I do just a little somethin* to he p you? I'm through with 
my work ” 

“See those things on the foot of the bed, Esperanda?* 
“Why, yes, ’ami” 

Well, you take them,” she smiled. They’re not much, 
Esperanda, but they’re all for you.” 

“Oh, no, Miss Libby!” Esperanda’s eyes were big, 
staring. Yon can’t go givin* all these purty things awayl” 
“But I can and have, Esperanda.” 

“Oh, the purty under purties, the purty waistsesl” 
It looked like Esperanda was going to cry, “An all these 
cosmetics] Heah, now. Miss Libby, you wait I” Esperanda 
had suddenly turned away from the bed, half the things 
not yet gone through. “I know what you’re up to! You re 
gain* away! You ain’t never cornin' back to big oY 
Ramblin’ Gables no mo’I You’re gain’ away an* leave us 
just like we’re nobody to you!” 

“Now, Esperanda.” Libby turned and caught her 
by the shoulders, giving her a little shake. “You stop 
this! Aren’t you going away, too? Back to your Rufusr 
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“Yes, ’am, but I hopes to bring ’im back here an’ down 
to a little house in the valley. Mr. Abriel can use a good 
blacksmith, an' the shop’s down there^under tall old oak 
trees waitin’ for my big black Rufus. 

“Then you already have it fixed with Mr. Abriel?’’ 

“Nope,” Esperanda grinned, "I ain’t busted ’im over 
the head with it yet, but it’s what I’m goto’ to do-an’ 
maybe this evenin’.” 

"But the other people in die Black Belt, Esperanda? 
The ones who have been working to get your Rufus out? 
Won’t they—” 

Esperanda shook her head. “I know what you're goto’ 
to say. "Won't they be mad, at Rufus for leavin’ ’em?* 
No, ma’am, they won’t. The man Rufus killed has got 
three mean brothers. Our white folks down there wont 
want one of them mean mens lyin’ in the bushes waitin 
for Rufus some dark night with a shotgun or a pistol.” 

“Now, I see, Esperanda!” 

"Yes, ’am” she laughed. “It’s just plain like the nose 
on your face!” 

“And Mr. Abriel will take Rufus?” 

“Ma’am, he won’t be able to help ’imself! Every 
tooth to Esperanda’s mouth seemed to show and sparkle 
as she laughed. “Wait’ll he hears my Rufus start droppin’ 
a hammer on that fine steel anvil to the valley. Lord, 
lord. Miss Libby, you'll think all the angels in the sky 
have come down to ring all them golden bellsl Why, 
Miss Libby,” her eyes were shining now, “you ain’t heard 
nothin’ until you hear my Rufus ring! He— Hot dawg, 
look at this!” She was holding up a lace-trimmed white 
garment. “Wait’ll he sees me in these silk drawers! He’ll 
make Black Night look like an old man who’s done gone 
an’ lost his monkey glan’st” 

It looked as if she would never leave the room. Her 
arms were full, her eyes blazing black gems when she 
was finally going, turning, twisting, shuffling her feet and 
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laughing. She went down the stairs whistling and sing¬ 
ing, dancing from step to step. At the bottom she 
screamed. 

Hot dog, Rufus! Get yo* pistol loaded! Heah comes 
yo r battle wagon!** 

Libby Harper got the door closed. She fell back across 
the foot of the bed. Laughter choked her—real laughter 
for the first time in many days. 


LOCKET AT HER BREAST 

20 


Sleet whistled before a nightfall, a stiffening 
easterly wind behind it. Before noon, the sky had started 
graying, the bright sun going into hiding. Into the air 
had come a cold hush that was like a strange, weighty 
sadness holding its breath. A flight of wild geese had 
gone over, late in their migration to the far south and 
flying so high and fast against the heavens only a faint 
whisper of their hong-chee, hong-chee crying came down 
to earth. 

Abriel Grundy drove in just before dark, a storm- 
rider coming home in the constantly thickening gloom 
and the moaning of the wind. Sleet rattled in icicles in 
the manes and tails of his mares. His face was cold and 
frosty with it. The wide hat and his broad shoulders 
were sheathed with it, like the buggy, the harness, the 
backs of the team and his heavy lap-robe. The buggy 
whip rode as a splinter of ice in its whip-socket. 

Sunny SouthI” He grinned through ice, brows frosty- 
white, when Amos Foley opened the gates for him. 
“Look at the ground! A sheet of ice will cover it before 
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morning, and you’ll hear the timber breaking and falling 
on the mountainside.” 

It could be like that in this country. An east wind 
was colder and meaner than a north wind for some 
unknown reason, and it was one of those storms ahead 
of its time; the damage would be great. The sleet was 
already cloaking and sheathing the boles and limbs of 
the trees. The growing weight would start many of them 
bending and breaking. Houses would be ice-coated, 
plain-planked hillbilly houses and shacks made near- 
frozen hells. 

“The doctors will be busy after this is over.” He 
got out of the buggy in the wide hallway. Amos had 
the tall barn doors closed, fighting one of them shut 
against the wind, holding the other to keep it from 
slamming itself off its hinges. “Pneumonia will walk 
the landl” 

“Wonder more don't die than do.” Amos popped 
his gloved hands and stamped his feet. “Houses some 
live in, you can throw a tom-cat right through the 
cracks.” 

“Yeah,” Grundy nodded, "and you can pile lum¬ 
ber ten feet high in front of their doors and they’d 
never have get-up enough to nail on a plank to cover 
a hole. By the way, better rub those mares down. 
Get the ice and wet off them, Amos, and give them 
a little extra feed tonight. A man always needs more 
food when it’s cold, and a horse and a man are no 
different.” 

“Yes, Mr. AbrieL You always say that.” 

“And I'll have to get back down to town in the morn¬ 
ing, Amos.” He moved over to Black Honey’s stall, 
taking off his gloves and beginning to stroke her muzzle, 
“Miss Libby’s taking the northbound train. Maybe you'd 
better hook me up the old surrey rig without the top 
and the back seat. Womanlike, Miss Libby’ll probably 
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have a couple of fat suitcases we can’t get in the buecv " 
“Yes, Mr. Abriei.” 

“How’s our son?” He started talking to Black Honey, 
opening the stall door and pushing on inside. Black 
Night was watching him over his planking. He snorted 
and stamped his feet. “Why, look at the little rascal!’’ 
Abriei was grinning at the colt now. “Honey, you’ve 
filled him out with your good milk until his belly looks 
ready to burst! Come here. Midnight! You monkey, you, 
don’t you start shying away from me. In another day I 
won’t be able to keep your head out of my pocket.” 

He petted mare and colt for a couple of minutes, 
spanking Black Honey’s rump, rubbing her belly, and 
gently pulling at her ears. Mare and colt followed him to 
the door as he left the stall. 

On the way out he stopped and had a little talk 
with Black Night, The stallion eagerly ran his lips over 
his hands, expecting sweets and half-whispering his 
horse-talk. His forefeet pranced, digging. As the big man 
moved on. Black Night snorted, whimpered, and kicked 
the side of his watt 

On the porch of the big house, Abriei shook sleet 
from his shoulders, and slapped his hat against the 
side of his leg. Uncle Kit opened the door for him, and 
closed it against the wind as he stepped inside. 

“She’s blowing out there. Kit.” 

“Plenty blowin’l” agreed the old man, taking his 
hat and overcoat. Let me get you outa them cold 
shoes. I got a toddy all fixed upstairs for you, the hot 
water kettle at the edge of the fire an’ just waitin’ to 
pour.’’ 

"You think of everything!” 

“I ain’t runnin’ no risk.” Old Kit chuckled. "You get 
down with a cold an Id druther have me a big hoss in 
a bed! How’s yo’ ears holdin' out?" 

‘Why, they’re still on, I think.” 
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“An’ red as a Santa Claus nose!” The old man turned 
away with the hat and coat. “They frost-hite Quick in 
this weather* 

“Well, these don’t, Kit.” He moved on to the wide 
fireplace where blazing logs crackled and sent out waves 
of heat. “Maybe it's because I’ve had this pair quite a 
spell” 

He was a trifle late for the evening meal when he 
came downstairs and into the dining room. Libby was 
there waiting for him . Esperanda stood in the back¬ 
ground, watching, ready to bring hot coffee after he had 
bad his toddy upstairs in his room. 

“No, Kitty won’t be here, I know ” He frowned as he 
took his high-backed chair. “She passed me, coming 
shelling down the crooked mountain road. I tried to yell 
her to a stop. She went sliding, side-swiping and flapping 
right on. Shell never really learn to drive, confound it. 
But it’s the crazy ones who get by with it. The careful, 
the sane and sober seem to have all the wrecks and 
smash-ups. You feeling all right? You look good, Miss 
Libby.” 

“I am feeling fine, Mr. Grundy.” 

“Well, that’s good.” He rubbed his big hands, making 
them sound like shuffling feet. “I got the tickets and 
Pullman reservations. That is,” he knitted his brows, the 
Pullman going up. You’ll have to call the station up there 
and get reservations back. Better get them and pay 
for them a day or so ahead so you 11 not have them sold 
from under you. The tickets are for both ways.” 

Til give you the money for them right after dinner.” 

There’s none coming, Miss Libby.” He scowled 
at her now. “Sending you is my business, though I 
hate to see you go. I got you a compartment on the 
Pullman.” 

“That’s so expensivel” 

“Not much more’n a section,” he chuckled. And 



132 


STABLE BOY 


a woman traveling alone doesn’t want anything less 
than a section. Without upper and the lower for herself 
she never knows when some tin-horn bore or even a 
drunk will occupy the seats with her. 

Esperanda,” he glanced at her hovering in the back¬ 
ground, “what the thunder have you got on your mind?" 

“Why,” she forced a grin, just my hair an’ servin’ 
cap, Mr. Abriel.” 

“Well, maybe.” He looked down at his plate as if 
wondering where to begin at his food. “Anyhow, you 
look like you're about to burst with something.” 

He was not quite himself, but he was trying, doing 
the best he could. After the meal, he soon found an 
excuse to go to his room. Up there in the warm firelight 
he dropped into his old chair, stretching his big feet 
out on the foot-stoool, a glooomy quiet holding him. 

It had been a long day in town, a lot to do. He had 
sold two hundred bales of cotton he had been holding in 
one of the big warehouses down on the sidetrack. At the 
little bank he had signed another contract with a new 
mining company. After that, he had spent a couple 
of hours at the telephone, getting two calls through to 
his cotton broker in New York. Next week he would ship 
another hundred and forty-three bales. That would wind 
up his cotton pool business the Farmers’ Exchange had 
talked him into starting four years ago. 

He was quieter and more thoughtful tonight than he 
had been all through Joy’s funeral, its arrangement and 
such, Libby Harper had seen to the most of it; doing 
things in a few minutes that would have taken him 
hours. The most of it was over the telephone and his 
private line down the side of the mountain. 

Sleet and wind swirled around the end of the house, 
hissing, whistling and groaning, startling him for an in¬ 
stant. He sat listening, letting his eyes close. He liked 
the tapping, the pattering, the skippery dancing of the 
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sleet against the window panes. The snugness of the 
room and its wiggly firelight filled one with a feeling of 
security, 

Libby Harper s going was doing something to him that 
the going of Joy had not done. Something was leaving 
hiip, going out of him. He was losing something very 
great in his life. In the long time she had been here, he 
had fought this Libby teeth and toe, keeping himself at 
arm’s length, afraid of the things he might do. Without 
an hour after he had known Joy was dead he had caught 
himself picturing a new mistress under the many roofs 
of Rambling Gables. Somebody who would get out and 
go places with him, be at his side when he put out his 
hand and felt for her. That somebody had been Libby 
Harper. Yes, almost the first day she had stepped into 
his doorway, trim and neat and just down from Penn¬ 
sylvania where the Dutch up these grew such pale and 
smooth skins, rounded calves, trim ankles, ftill hips and 
bosoms. 

He dozed, and opened his eyes to find the cover¬ 
ing of his bed turned down. A tray with a small glass 
of whiskey and another of water stood on a little table 
at the head of the bed. That was Kit, darned old cooter 
moving in and out like a mouse, leaving everything as it 
should be. 

When dawn came, he knew that he had not slept 
well. He had dreamed half the night, some of the dreams 
startling. Yet he could not remember a darned thing of 
what they were about as he stood scratching his head 
and looking out the window, Several times he had been 
half-awakened by the crashing sounds of falling timber. 

The storm had passed. The clouds were clearing, 
wind dying. Down the mountainside, the timber, the 
enormous rocks and the underbrush had been strung 
with shining silver ropes and veils, fine old lace and 
slender strings. Everything was one vast, vast Christmas 
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tree a stage that covered the land as far as the eye 
could see. What a beautiful, beautiful world! What a 
fairyland to live in! 

,.7r, he chuck,ed at his own thoughts, “a man just 
dtdn t have to get out and stir about in it!” 

He bathed, shaved, and went down, head up, shoul¬ 
ders squared. He looked all right and knew it. On the 
outside, anyway! Inside him, he could not help feeling as 
if he was walking into gloom. His big smile was in his 
iace when he entered the dining room, and stood waiting 
with his hand on the top of his tall chair. It was not 
long. When Libby came in she was startling. She stiff¬ 
ened him, making his eyes widen. 


“Oh!” he exclaimed. “Oh, now, I never have seen you 
like that!” 


“But,” she tried to laugh, “it's just a little dark-gray 
suit. If thats what you mean! Don’t you like it?” 

“Yes, I like it.” His nod was stiff, face hard. “I do like 
it, Libby. You look so nice and trim. Somehow it seems 
to bring out all of you, all the lines and such. The—” 
he managed a small laugh, “the you that’s you! But then,” 
he stepped forward, pushing her chair under her, “you 
would be like that in most anything,” 

“Thank you, Mr. Grundy!” 

“Don’t.” He turned back to his place at the head 
of the table. “I’m not much of a hand to compliment 
where compliment doesn’t belong. Gold is gold, a 
diamond a diamond. It’s stupid to give the name to brass 
and glass.” 

He was not himself at all this morning. He tried, 
but he was flat After breakfast, and when they were 
ready to go, he had another shock waiting for him, Amos 
Foley had brought up the old topless surrey. He saw 
it all as he walked outside with her, big hand on her arm 
to see that she didn't slip on the frosty porch. In the long 
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bed behind the seat were two large trunks, two suitcases 
and a small handbag. 

“Well, now, well!” His mouth flew open, his eyes 
round and staring. “Surely, Miss Libby, you need an 
awful lot to make just one little short trip for a few 
days!” 

“Why, yes ” she stammered, trying to laugh, “Yes, Mr* 
Grundyl” 

Esperanda, Uncle Kit and Blossom White stood on the 
cold porch as they drove away. Uncle Kit and Blossom 
White were dabbing at their eyes. Esperanda Kelly’s 
voice came trailing after them, sounding like the long, 
thin wail of something hurt and just about dying. 

“Goo-goodybye, Miss LibbyP 

"Goodbye, all!” She waved back to them. "Good- 
goodbye.” 

“You’re crying, Libby Harper.” Down the mountain¬ 
side he looked at her with those keen and hard yellow 
eyes. “’Ever since we left the house, you’ve been trying 
to hold it back. Is there something, now,” he turned 
his hard stare on down the slippery road, “that maybe 
I should know?” 

“N-no.” 

“Well, I feel somethings dying ” 

“Please—don't say that!” 

“Well, I do” he scowled, “and there are times when 
Im mighty poor at hiding my feelings. Like Kitty says* 
Fm just a horse man, and maybe I do things all wrong. 

They were both trying to smile when the northbound 
came steaming in, the coal smoke blowing around them. 
The Pullman conductor and an aged black porter swung 
down. Grundy's voice was low, yet almost a command as 
the porter took the suitcases and handbag. The trunks 
were already checked. 

Tplease give me one wd 00 * 6 to see ^ er on * 

‘Very well, but don't be longer.” 
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In her little compartment, he handed the porter a ten- 
dollar bill, and gently pushed him out the door. Now 
he faced her, looming above her, his lips white yet steady 
as he spoke, taking something from his pocket, letting 
it fall and dangle and sparkle from one finger on its 
gold chain. 

“I'm an old-fashioned man. I do things the old- 
fashioned way. I hope you won’t laugh at me. My 
grandmother and my mother wore it. Somehow I never 
wanted to give it to Joy in her lifetime. To my eye it is 
still beautiful, and belongs only to the good and beauti¬ 
ful, Please, ma am, at ■ least wear it going, and—and 
wear it coming back. Be sure to look inside it. It might 
tell you something I somehow just can’t.” 

He lifted it, dropping the chain over her head, letting 
it come down on her breast. It was an old-fashioned 
gold locket half as large as her palm and set with a 
duster of diamonds ringed with glowing and blinking 
emeralds. 

And now— he bowed, big hat clamped against hi? 
stomach with both hands, “I must say it, 1 reckon. 

"Goodbye, Miss Libby, until—until we meet again.” 
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The whistle of the engine blew, two long and 
lonesome blows that rolled up and down the valley, 
echoing high in the frozen timber on the mountainside. 
He stood on the ice-sheathed gravel of the platform, 
wishing the window of her compartment were on this 
side instead of the other hoping to see a glimpse of her, 
anyway. Maybe she would come across the car. Maybe 
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she would look out. But her Pullman was slipping on. 

There was the grind of the wheels on the rails, the 
smell of the steam, the cars themselves. Face as hard as 
bronze, lips tight, he watched the observation car draw 
past him, the rails popping, wheels beginning to sing as 
they picked up speed. 

She was gone. Ye-yeah, she was gone! Here he stood, 
staring like a fool. Like a fool he had let her go! He 
might have said something, something else. With his 
mouth instead of on a little sliver of paper in the rather 
large compartment of the old locket. Sojnething, damn 
it, besides those eight small words resting against two 
tightly folded one thousand dollar bills. 

Buy some pretty clothes . 

I love you, Libby. 

Hell, she might never look inside the locket. She 
might never know just how to find the tiny latch to 
spring it open. It "was so silly, so stupid, like the things 
he was always doing, the big and clumsy horse needing 
his forty acres of ground to turn around on, 

“Oh, Mr. Grundy!" The voice of the wrinkled station 
agent startled him. “The Birmingham long distance oper¬ 
ator has been trying to get you. Seems that your line up 
the side of the mountain must have blown down during 
the storm.” 

“You said- Birmingham?” He turned and blinked. Oh, 
well, thank you. I’ll just walk down to the bank and 
call from there.” 

Birmingham? Who would be wanting him in Birming¬ 
ham? There was some mistake, of course. The operator 
here in town would straighten that out. Maybe it was 
Gadsden, the Republic Steel and something about the 
mines. In the little bank he seated himself in the corner 
behind a vacant desk, and pulled the hand-set to him. 
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“This is Abriel Grundy,” he intoned when the operator 
answered. It seems that somebody has been calling 


“Yes, Mr. Crundyl The operator’s voice was pleasant. 

Birmingham has been calling you since sis o’clock this 
morning. Will you please hold the line a moment? I'll 
put you right through*” 

Well—well, all right.’’ For some reason he could not 
understand his throat was dry. “Thank you, ma'am. Yes 
thank you. J 

Birmingham.” He heard the operator nearly eighty 
mdes away come in on the line. Then it was the voice 
of Birmingham speaking directly to him. “Are you Mr 
Abriel Grundy?” 7 

“Why, yes, ma’am.” He nodded into the transmitter 
hunching his chair a little closer. "I’m Abriel Grundy” 

Me have a person to person collect call for you, Mr. 
Grundy*” 


"Well, now-now,” he stammered, "there must be some 
mistake. Who in Birmingham is calling me, ma’am?” 

Birmingham Police Headquarters, sir.” 

Oh, nol He stiffened. “There must be some mis- 
take] 

Birmingham Police Headquarters, sir,” came back the 
operator, her voice sharpening, “is calling Mr. Abriel 
Grundy. The call, sir, is collect. Will you accept it?” 

“Well-well, yes,” he stumbled. “I guess I will. Just 
charge it to my phone here ” 

Please hold the line.” There was another short wait, 
the fiddling of voices, then, “Go ahead, please!” 

Abriel Grundy?’ A man’s heavy voice seemed to 
Wt the line like a hammer on the wire. “This is Birming¬ 
ham Police Headquarters. Do you have a daughter 
named Katherine Joy Grundy?” 

“Why-why-why—yeah!” He might have been Amos 
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Foley at the moment “I think she's home in bed. My 

line seems down— . «v 

“Mr. Grundy," interrupted the Birmingham man. lour 

daughter is here in Headquarters. Hold the line and I 

let her talk to you.” „ 

“Daddy!” That was Kitty. “Daddy, Daddy, darling. 

Yes, that was Kitty and no mistake about it crying on 
the other end of the wire as if she was about to shafts 
herself to bits. “Daddy, Daddy, come and get me! Oh, 
Daddy, Daddy, don’t let me down! Daddy- 

“Kitty!” he bawled. “What the hell and-and where in 

hell and damnation are you!” 

“Oh Daddy, Daddy darling, its you! Hysterical 

laughter screamed at him over the wire with her voice. 

“Its your big old lovely voice! Oh, Daddy, Daddy, 
Daddy, darling. I’m in jail!" 

“God, no, Kitty!” 

“In jail!” 

“Oh, Lord, Kitty, no!” > 

“My car’s at the Plunkett’s, Daddy. Don t smash it to 
pieces on the icy roads. You-you'll come, won’t you. 

Daddy?” n . 

“As soon as wheels will turn me there! he said. But 

tell me, Kitty, what has happened? Why are you-Kittyl 
Kitty!” 

“Sorry, sir,” the Birmingham operators voice came 
back, sweetly sweet now. “Your party' has hung up. 

He stumbled up and out of his chair. Like a man 
gone blind and having to feel his way, he left the bank. 
Suddenly he wheeled back, voiced a bullish bellow. , 
“My team is standing near the depot. Have some¬ 
body come and get it right away. Take my mares to 
a bam and out of the cold until you can get word to my 
house on the mountain for my Amos Foley to come and 
get theml” 
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I am Abriel Grundy.” He spoke and looked like 
a man who had come to die. “I was told that mv 
daughter is here.” 

Grundy? ’ A big, bald man looked up, then turned 
his head and stared for a moment at the dial of a clock 
on the wall. “Do you mean to say you’re the Grundy 

.1 spoke to over long distance an hour and thirty minutes 
ago?’ 

^ < Sj s b\ he nodded, “I am the man.” 

Oh, you are!" The bald man’s eyes widened, nar- 
rowed. Then how in hell did you get here so fast? 
Did you fly?” 

“No, sir, I drove.” 

It had been his first time behind a wheel in over 
four years, but he had not forgotten a thing. Not often 
had the speedometers hand dropped below a hundred 
miles an hour. 

The n per haps you should be in jail with your daugh¬ 
ter, Mr. Grundy.” The bald man spoke with curled lips. 
The car she was in at four o’clock this morning was 
going between eighty and ninety.” 

Was she driving?” He cleared his throat with a little 
hacking sound. “She didn’t have her own car," 

“If she had been driving, she’d be in jail for murder!” 
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“Oh!” He was as stiff as a board. "Was there-an 
accident?”' 

“A man killed, that’s all ” The bald one picked up a 
sheaf of reports. “A Dr. Sam Goodly from your town, 
Mr. Grundy. Skull crushed like a rotten egg, the brains 
splattered down the back of his neckl” 

“Lord, no!” 

“Not nice to see, not nice to describe.” The bald 
man grinned. “But we go through with it. Miss Grundy s 
bail is one hundred dollars." 

“Why, of course.” Abriel Grundy’s left hand was un¬ 
buttoning the little flap on his hip pocket, “Could I 
take her home?” He took his wallet out and fished 
up two fifty-dollar bills. 

“Ordinarily,” the bald one was going on, “a dnink 
gets out for fifty. She was a tough case, Mr, Grundy, 
I think you should know it. She used the worst language 
I’ve ever heard in all my years as a police officer. 

“I’m awfully, awfully sorry." The air of the beaten 
dog was falling more and more on Abriel Grundy. He 
had laid the first hundred dollars on the desk. Now he 
put another hundred beside it. “Could I leave the extra 
money just to show I’d like to sorter square things? I 
don’t, mean the charge against her, officer.” He added 
that hastily. “Just for some cigars and such. Just what- 
ever you'd think best.” 

“Well—well, thank you, Mr, GrundyThe man hesi¬ 
tated and swept the money on to him. Ill do my best* 
Please do yours to get her away quietly. Her case will 
be called at ten in the morning* If she s not there, the 
bail will be forfeited*'' 

“And will that end it?" 

“Unless she gets drunk and in our hands again* 
Then her record will be before the judge, and .he ll 
probably slap a jail sentence on her/’ 
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The bald man laughed and touched a button on a 
small inter-com. “Bring out Katherine Joy Grundy ” 

“Oh, Daddy, darling Daddy!” It seemed less than 
a minute before she was throwing herself all over him. 
‘“I knew you’d come and put them in their places " 

“Hush, Kitty” He took her firmly by the arm, and 
turned her. He looked at the bald man. “Thank, you, sir, 
thank you. You’ve been very nice to us.” 

She held her tongue until they were outside and 
close to where he had parked the car. Now she turned 
on him. % 

“Thanking him for being nice to us!” She curled 
her lip. Why, hes the bald-headed bastard who ordered 
them to lock me up! Forgive me, Daddy!” She caught a 
tighter grip on his arm. I was so glad to hear your 
voice on the phone.” 

“We’ll talk as we drive, Kitty.” 

“Oh, sure!” She laughed, “I look all right, don’t I?" 

“You look like hell. Here’s the car. Get in.” 

“O.K.” She started to get under the wheel. 

“Over." He caught her arm. “I’ll drive now.” 

“All right, but you’d better watch the lights. You’re 
not sitting behind two old slow-poke mares when you’re 
driving this baby.” 

He was in no hurry now. The warming day was 
drying the roads. He drove at a speed held between 
thirty and forty until they were beyond the city limits. 
Settled back in the seat, she was dozing when his low, 
firm voice aroused her. 

“Kitty, what were you doing in Birmingham with Doc 
Sam Goodly?” 

“So they told you?” 

“Did you think they’d keep it a secret?” His eyes were 
on the road, the speedometer at fifty. “You can’t be in an 
accident where someone dies and have no tiling said 
about it” 
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“Then—then lie was killedl” 

"And you didn't know?” 

“The police said so, but who can believe cops? She 
was staring ahead, face colorless* “1 thought they were 
lying, trying to bluff me” 

"Don't you remember the wreck?” 

"You want the truth?” She set her jaws* "No, I dont 
remember* I was asleep, on the back seat of his car* 
There was a crash, things falling, things folding up* 
Then Ira on the sidewalk arguing with a dirty cop and 
accusing him of stealing my velvet bag. Then-then they 
were hauling me to the hoosegow. Daddy, I hadn't done 
a thing. I swear it!” 

“Where had you been with Doc Goodly?” 

“Oh—oh, that?” She made a sound intended for a little 
splatter of laughter* "Why, we were in Tuscaloosa* At a 
party*” She waited for a long minute. Out of the corners 
of her eyes she saw that his face was cold and grim* 
“Well—don't you believe me?” 

"No” 

‘Ton'd believe only the bad!” She turned, drawing her 
left leg up and under her on the seat, bracing her back 
against the door* "YouYe the kind who d always believe 
only the bad about any girl. All right, here it comes. 
Here I let fly.” She seemed to brace herself against the 
door, setting her teeth as if for the impact of a blow. 
"We were in Birmingham, At what you'd call a wild 
party, A lot of drinks, a lot of other things, just think the 
worst, and you'll have it right,” 

“And Doc Sam would take a girl as young as you, * 
Kitty?” he asked, incredulous. 

"He took me when I was thirteen.” She let him have 
it like a punch in the jaw, "Not to a party. It was^on the 
brow one night in the moonlight* The first time, I mean. 
Many, many times afterwards in the pine thicket on the 
rise across the fields in front of the house* Always at 
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night, Mother and me—he had us both, I knew he was 
having her. He was in bed with her the night she died— 
in his anus. What's the matter?" 

He was stopping the car, swinging over to the side of 
the road. For a few moments he was like a dead man 
sitting behind the wheel, all the blood gone out of his 
face, lips white bands. He spoke, voice husky, breath¬ 
less, 

Tm listening, Kitty," 
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She might as well have shot him. He sat there 
as if he was dead, big hands white and immoving on the 
wheel. Other cars, trucks and two big busses passed un¬ 
noticed, their noise unheard* She let him have all of it, 
the whole damnable story that had been going on since 
she was a baby. 

“He laughed about it* He always laughed to me about 
it when he was drunk, knowing I couldn't tell, I was 
mad. That s why I was in the back seat* He was laughing 
about it when we were coming out of Birmingham, talk¬ 
ing about how good she was and what a damned fool 
you were, I wanted him to hush up* I didn’t really want 
to hurt him. I just tapped him with a wrench I happened 
to find on the floor of the car. It was just one little sock, 
and the car was suddenly out of control and everything 
going to hell.” 

“Sol” he groaned. “So/” 

“It surprised him, all right.” She was going on with 
it, taking strange satisfaction in the telling of It* “His 
funny little hat flew off. He clapped his hands like a 



STABLE BOY 


145 


monkey trying to catch a butterfly, and then they were 
down on the wheel again, swinging it to straighten the 
car up, I hit the floor behind the seat, and/* she shrugged, 
“that's how it happened ” 

“You're guilty of murder, Kitty,” His voice was low and 
deep and far away, ‘The law will call it that,” 

“But you re the only person Fm going to tell, and you 
won't tell on me, Daddy, You can't. Fm your daughter, 
your flesh and blood,” 

“And what blood,” he nodded, “What blood 1” 

“Spit of the devil,” She pulled up her right leg on the 
broad seat, getting it crossed on the left “Sam called 
me that lots of times, but he was thinking of mother in¬ 
stead of you ” 

She went on with more and more of the details. She 
was just about to bring in things about Amos Foley, and 
changed her mind. He'd kill Amos, 

“Of course,” she was winding it up, “to make it look 
right, you'll have to send lots of flowers and go to the 
funeral,” 

M T11 go to no damned funeralP He came out with that 
like letting go with a long-held sob, “Fve been to oneP 
“But I really didn't kill him. Daddy,” She gave herself 
a twist and swung her legs off the seat, “The car did it 
I just tapped him. He wasn't such a hot driver after all. 
Guess he was a lot better at slipping along a dark moun¬ 
tain's rim and up to a womans room at night. Daddy, 
you're such a dope! Such a big old easy-going dope! I 
do love you, but I can't see why. You can get mad and 
whip all the men around you. You can knock a mean 
horse down with your fist, but you're so easy, such a 
push-over. Look, nowP She had glanced back through 
the rear window, then northward along the road, “Hadn’t 
we better move on? People passing may t hi nk the wrong 
things. They usually do.” * 

Without a word, he put the car back in gear, and 
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drove on* She slumped lower in the seat* He looked 
at her several times from the corners of his eyes. She 
was a mess, clothes wrinkled and torn* Until now he 
seemed not to have noticed the mink coat. It's left shoul¬ 
der was ripped. Something thick and gummy had been 
spilled down the front of it* 

“Well avoid town,” He spoke after a long time, “I 
don't know how I'm going to be able to look at people 
again,” 

"But we should stop at Judette s!” She had come to 
life all of a sudden, “Shell be wondering—” 

Damn Judette!” He bit out the words like a steel 
trap snapping, “Its a pity she wasn't in that car with 
him," 

She let him alone after that, crowding over and keep¬ 
ing to her side of the seat, until they were swinging to a 
stop in front of the big house, 

i ll put up the car," His voice was cold, “Go clean up 
and get to bed. You plain damn stink," 

“Look," She pushed the latch down on the door 
to open it, a glint having come into her eyes, “Did 
it go?” 

"It what?" 

That thing!” She curled her lip. “That womanT 
Miss Harper, he ground it out, “left on the morning 
train." 

Tbats good/ She let the door swing open and poked 
a leg out of the car, “Esperanda's next, Fm getting to 
where I can't stand her. You should get rid of the old 
dopes, too. They're what makes our house so gloomy. 
Coming and going like a couple of creeps, Amos is the 
only one around here who earns his salt. He—” 

“You started to get out of the car, didn't you?" 

“All right, all rightl" She jumped with that, “Get 
rid of mel But don't get so mad. But—but speaking of 
somebody else cleaning up and getting some sleep/' 
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she stabbed a finger at him, "better try it yourself. Daddy, 
darling you simply look like belli” 

She slammed the door. He drove on. Amos Foley 
bad the gates open for him. He stopped the car, 
"Amos, I had to leave my team down in town, I—” 
'Its here, Mr. Abriel.” Foley grinned. "Man in the 
bank sent it right on up an' a ear behind it to take the 
driver back. They know how you feel about your stock 
standin' out in the cold or the heat or wet” 

'All right, Amos. Thats just fine” 

He drove on under the wide shed, and turned off 
the motor, leaving the key in the lock. Without another 
word to Amos he walked back to the house, going out 
through the little side gate, hearing its hinges squeak. 
He had been intending to tell Amos to oil those hinges. 
Nothing mattered now, nothing, 

“You all right?” Old Kit let him in and closed the 
door, turning to take his hat and coat. “You look cold ” 
Tm all right. Just bring me a good cup of hot coffee. 
Kit” 

“Esperanda’s fixin* it,” smiled the old man. "Said it was 
what you would want when she saw the car coming.” 

Upstairs, he dropped in his big chair. His hands were 
cold, but he had not noticed them. For some reason he 
was too tired to feel anything, too tired to think. When 
Esperanda came in with her engraved silver tray, he was 
staring out the window. She spoke, 

“She’s gone.” 

“Kitty?” 

"No, Miss Libby!” Esperanda's eyes glinted. "Every¬ 
body feels like the house has gone an* blowed down since 
you rode her away. I goes next, Mr. Abriel.” She had the 
tray where she wanted it, the coffee steaming, a pot be¬ 
side the cup, the silver cream and sugar service shining. 
“To my Rufus.” 

"You next!” He blinked. To who’d you say?” 
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My Rufus, big an* black as a Sand Mountain mulef” 

"Go on, Esperanda.” He straightened, reaching for the 
coffee, “I can stand anything, I guess.” 

Watch yo’self.” She caught his wrist. “Your hand's 
a shakin' like a freezin’ dog's back! You cold like that? 
Better take a drink of whiskey. Here, Ive got you one 
on the tray ” 

*Go ahead with what you were saying, Esperanda ” 

“You’ll drink some of this first.” She had spilled 
the whiskey in the coffee, giving it a stir with the spoon. 
“It’ll fix you up,” 

He got it down. She squatted beside him, watching 
him, steadying his hand. 

* You act sick, Mr. Abriel Plumb sick! Big strong man 
like you ain't got no business lookin' like you do. It hurt 
all of us. Blossom White cried the whole morn in’. Uncle 
Kit go round sniffin', too. He ain't yet played the little 
radio she give ’im ” 

“You mean because of Miss Libby leaving?” 

“What else?” 

Everybody liked her,” He looked thoughtfully back 
out the window, “Except, perhaps, Kitty.” 

She liked her, too, Mr, Abriel,” She came up, tail and 
straight, “It's the spells, that's all. Miss Kitty don't like 
nobody when she's got her mean cat claws on an' her 
tail up. But—about my Rufus, now, I saw the place in 
the valley fo' times when out Sunday ridin' with Auntie 
Blossom an’ Uncle Kit in the big buggy. It’s a purty 
little green house, Mr. Abriel An' the shop's big as all 
nothin', the big trees, the big anvil an' all them tools—” 

Esperanda,” he lifted his hand, “just say what you 
want to say. You've told most of it before. You want 
the little house. You want the shop for your Rufus. When 
things are ready, Esperanda, I’ll give you the money to 
go and get him” 

“Lawd, didn't I know it!” She squealed joyfully, lifting 
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her long arms wildly above her head and rearing to her 
toes. “Didn’t I know itl Didn't I know it! Auntie Blos- 
som!" She wheeled, racing for the door and the head of 
the stairs, then down the stairs like a cyclone. "Uncle 
Kit! It’s fixed! It’s fixedl It’s fixed! In fo’teen mo’ days 
I go get ’im! I go get my big black mule!” 


24 

SURPRISE AFFAIR 


She avoided him, was actually afraid of him, 
The soft word had always stopped him, but she could 
not screw up the courage for it just yet. Even his horses 
and mares knew how to work him, rubbing their heads 
on him, nickering softly, gently lipping his cheeks, his 
nose or ears, The mean Jersey bull down in the big pas¬ 
ture in the valley would stop pawing the ground and 
come trotting up to get his ears rubbed and gently 
twisted, yet would charge any other man who dared to 
set a foot inside the pasture. 

Abriel Grundy was a queer man, an odd man, easy, 
yet at times so hard to understand. A little cracked in 
the head. Kitty Grundy had heard her mother say it. 
Judette Plunkett was always saying it. 

“All the damned Grundys were queer!” Dr. Sam Good¬ 
ly had come out with that several times when he was 
drinking and turned nasty-tongued on Kitty. “Better 
than the best of families. Always the touch-me-nots, 
aloof, high-nosed, Best satisfied when left alone among 
their goddamn niggers!” 

Neither Kitty Grundy nor her father had gone to 
the funeral, the Sunday following the accident, but a 
couple of good things had happened. Doc Sam’s body 
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had never been brought north of Birmingham. It had 
been taken to the old homeplace in Mississippi and laid 
to rest among the bones and tombs of his people. 

There was talk, too, and a lot of it, but good looking 
little Kitty Grundy was not the only girl up and down 
the valley who had been in an automobile accident 
where somebody had been killed. She was not the only 
one who had been locked up overnight for drunken¬ 
ness. 

Kitty Grundy stood it until the following Tuesday 
night. Then Judette called her on the telephone. Over 
the wire she was insistent, pleading, mysterious. At sun¬ 
set Kitty s car was like a hawk flying down the winding 
road of the mountainside. 

At two o clock in the morning, the c*ir was climb¬ 
ing back up the mountainside. Kitty's hands on the wheel 
were uncertain, her eyes bleary. She was drunk, a little 
sick, and so disappointed she wanted to cry. 

She turned in on the private road and pulled to a 
halt, shut off the motor and the lights. Rolling down 
the windows she sat there, letting the cold east wind 
blow tlirough the car. 

That damned Judettef A broken-down old horse doctor 
from Georgia with two gallons of white corn whiskey 
in a cob-stoppered jug and a red-headed hitch-hiker on 
his way to Tuscaloosa, That was Judette’s big surprise, 
the meaning of her whispering about a great big hunk 
of heavenly delight! 

“Horses!" Kitty grinned as the wind cooled her head. 
That horse doctor “smelled like ’em. ‘Gwent big hunka 
heavenly deelight' Paw and slobber! And she’d grabbed 
the hitch-hiker before I got there. That fat cat!" 

The wind 'was cooling Kitty, sobering her up. She 
opened the door and stepped out of the car in the 
pale moonlight. It was good, that wind. She lifted her 
mink that Blossom White had repaired and cleaned. She 
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lifted her skirts, baring her legs and hips, letting the 
wind whisper and lap around her nakedness until she 
was chilled to the bone. 

That was the way to do it! Get cold and bum up the 
lousy alcohol, the rot-gut white corn whiskey! She 
laughed when she got back in the car and closed the 
door, running the windows up only half way. She sat 
there shivering on the long and wide seat, wishing now 
the car was under the shed and she were back in her 
room and in the big and deep bed. 

She opened the big gates and got through. No horse 
nor other animal was loose in the barnyard. She left 
the gates swung wide, their drop latches holding them. 
On the way out she would close them. 

Now to hit the shed and keep from tearing down 
the bam. Well, it was as simple as the nose on her 
face until she came to the far end of it. The floor of 
the shed or something rocked. It was not her fault. 
Something just rocked, and the left fender raked a 
long strip of planking from the wall and sent it clatter¬ 
ing to the ground with enough noise to startle the dead. 

“Damnl" 

“Yes, ma’am.” A voice from the darkness startled 
her. “But it didn’t make too much noise. Miss Kitty. 
Not too much.” 

“Amos?” 

‘Yes, Miss Kitty, it’s Amos.” She could see him then, 
something looming in the darkness at the right side of 
the car. “Somethin’ got me awake not long ago. I thought 
somebody was messin' ’round in the bam. Got dressed 
an’ come to see, then I saw you standin’ out there with 
your skirt up—naked to the waist.” There was a strange, 
whispery little catch in his guarded voice. ‘You’s awful 
pretty, Miss Kitty.” 

She tried to pretend she hadn’t heard what he’d said. 
“Did I make much noise when 1 came in?” 
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“Only when you hit the barn ” 

“That's good, Amos.” She could grin now, “I didn't 
want to wake the old bastard and have him jumping out 
his window and down my neck,” 

“You mean Mr, Abriel?” 

“Who else!" 

“Well,” Amos chuckled softly, “Maybe—maybe now 
what he don’t know won't hurt nn.” 

That strange, whispery catch was in his voice again. 
“What one don’t see, what one don't know, will never 
hurt. Ain’t everybody who can keep a secret, Miss Kitty ” 
He seemed to be blending closer to the car. “I can. Yes, 
'am, I can. Any secret, big or little." 

“It'll raise hell if it got out." 

“What—what got out, ma am?" He was even closer, 
voice so guarded over the half-lowered window the ques¬ 
tion was merely breathed out of him. His hand was on 
her arm, trailing caressingly along it “What secret you 
want kept?” 

His fingers dosed tightly, convulsively on her shoulder, 

I—I m afraid of you, Amos.” Her voice was catchy, 
scare behind it. “You—you're such a bull of a man." 

I m gentle!” he hissed. *Tm gentle.” 

Not—not tonight, Amos,” She was suddenly fighting 
to get a grip on herself. “Maybe-some other time.” 

Please, His big left hand pushed down on the 
latch, opening the door, “1 won’t teU. Only God will 
know.” 

Not—not tonight,” She was still figuring a great fear 
coming over her that she was losing ground with herself. 

Only God will know.” A low whimper had come 
into his tone, She heard him suck in his lips. “Only 
God, Jus—jus’ lemme put my hand—here." 

Careful, Amos, careful. ’ But even as she was low- 
crying against him, she was shifting herself toward the 
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right side of the seat. Her feet went out against him, 
raking down his legs. “Careful. Carefull 

"Oo-oomn!” he moaned. “You-you’s so-so warm!” 
“Don’t, Amos.” Her hands clawed, caught the top 
of his lowering head, trying to push it back, away. 
“Don’t, AmosI Oh, oh, Amos!” 

She was suddenly kicking, trying to get herself up, 
realizing that he had jerked back and away from her. 
Her forehead struck the wheel. “Go onl Kill me, Amos! 
Damn you! Go on with it, Amosl 
“Hush!” he hissed. “Hush yo’ damn big mouth! Heah 
come yo ’ papa!" 

25 


kill me again 


“He ain’t seen nothin’, nothin’.” 

He was back to her, fiercely whispering. “Act drunk. 
I heard ’im open the side gate! Act plenty drunk. If you 
don’t, he'll kill us both. Act drunk, an’ leave it to me!” 
He gave her clothes a jerk. “Get ’em down, an’ yo’self 
back under the wheel. There, there now! Next time I’ll 
get you in the loft. I'll crawl all over you then! I’ll make 
you wild! Now—no just lis’en an leave it to me. He had 
swung the car door closed, catching it in time to keep it 
from making a sound. “You let me take your arm! 111 
lead you to the front door. You can sneak in quiet an’ 
nobody’ll know you got home drunk, as you is, Miss 
Kitty. You ain’t doin’ your papa right-" 

Til take her, Amos.” Abriel Grundy’s voice was quiet 
in the darkness, his big figure looming as he came up be¬ 
hind the car. "Go back to your bed and leave her to 
me, * 
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“Now—now don’t yon whip me, Daddy!” Her cry was 
a perfect wail. “I know I hit the wall-” 

"Come, Kitty.” His big hand reached for her, voice so 
hoarse he might have been gripped with agony, "I’m 
not going to hurt you. Come, now, and I’ll take you to 
your bed.” 

He pulled her out of the car, and caught her as 
she slumped. A swing and he had her up in his arms, 
just as he had held Libby that morning when he carried 
her from the dining room. Over his shoulder he called 
back to AmoSi 

“Thank you, Amos, for trying to help her.” 

"Yes, sir, Mr. Abriel, yes, sir/" 

Amos fell back, staggering, a terrific weakness al¬ 
most overwhelming him. At the north end of the bam 
he leaned against it, the cold wind around him. He 
sucked it in his broad and quivering nostrils; he snorted 
it out of him, powerful chest rising and falling, his 
sides pumping like bellows, terror still in his eyes. 

Close! Oh, so closel He staggered on to the little one¬ 
time slave house. Still weak, still quivering all over, he 
half-fell inside, pawing right and left in the darkness, 
moonlight's pale squares marking the windows. Door 
closed, the old wooden latch dropping in place, he reeled 
on, and fell flat on his face across the bed, his big hands 
clawing into the covering. 

Scared, yes! Scared within an inch of dying! Damn 

it! What a chance to have missed. Everything perfect_ 

almost to the point of not being able to stop. And— 
and then that squeak of the rustling gate hinges, the 
shadow in the shadows. GrundyI 
Fear could not overshadow the memory long. Nothing 
was going to put that out of his mind! Never! Let ’em 
hang ’im! Let ’em bum ’iml It would come back to him. 
None could stay away once he had gone that far. They 
died, they came back to life, died, and lived again, over 
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and over until he let them go, until he made them go, 
staggering, reeling, whimpering, cursing him, crying for 
him, begging for the strength to get back to him and 
have it all done over, over, and over. 

“Damn ’em.” He groaned. “Damn women. I goin to let 
’em lone. Why did God give 'em that thing to make men 
so crazy about em?" 

He clawed the bedding, wadding some of it in nis 
mouth, thinking, cursing. Many women looked at him, 
the good, the staid, the righteous. Looked at him like 
Abrie! Grundy looked at a horse, a mare, a bull. They 
looked at the size of him, the way he stood his feet on 
the ground, the way he lifted his head and carried it. 
Out of the corners of their saintly eyes they studied 
him. In their smug heads they weighed the depth of his 
brawny chest, assayed his powerful length. Their hus¬ 
bands, their sweethearts might have died if they had 
known what those women were thinking. 

Well, all right, and twice all right! What was go¬ 
ing to stop him now? Others took it. Others had as 
good a time with it as they knew how. Kitty handed 
it around. Her mother had known Kitty had given it 
first to the doctor man, out there on the brow, waylaying 
him in the dark that night, stopping the doctor man in 
his tracks, telling him to take her or she was going to 
tell. 

Mad cats, both, that gal and her mammy. Like some 
mares. Always slinging those tails around. Always nicker¬ 
ing and pawing up sin to get to die studs. 

, A man could be like that, too, couldn’t he? And 
if it was sin, why did God make a man like that? 
Why did He make a woman like that-if not for man’s 
pleasure, and hers, too? 

"Ain’t no bitches!" he growled, twisting and hunching 
his belly against a wad of the bed covering. “They’s just 
womenl” 
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He was not there long. A slight noise at the door 
tore him off the bed. A rattlesnake dropping right in 
front of his nose would not have moved him more quick¬ 
ly. His hands flapped, snatched themselves into big fists. 

“Who dar?” he hissed. "Who dar at my doah?’' 

“Amos?” 

Lord* it was herl 

Hes back in bed,” she whispered. "I came out the 
window. I’ve got on only my dressing gown and slippers. 
The loft, Amos, the loft” 

Uhl” He grunted, body bowed into a knot, with 
reaching hands now going forward in the darkness. 


He brought her down the stairs just before dawn 
touched the sky. She was limp, loose, bloodless of face 
and body when he stood her on her feet and learned 
her against the wall. 

"You all right now?” he whispered. “You all* rieht 

-w r jji 

“I’m dead,” she whimpered, cheeks sticky from all her Jj 
tears, “Dead, damn youl” Ml 

“I made you live!” 

‘’Kill ma again* Amos," 

“Where?” 


Here, right here, if you’re man enough,” 

He made love to her once more, this time holding 
her against the wall, 

“Yellow-damned horse" she whimpered, when he 
finally let her free, “YouTl have to help me back to my 
window,” 


“I told you I would ” he panted. ‘Told you I would.” 
“And—and, Amos,” 

“Yes, "imp” 

“Ill be back tonight” 
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He was as sleek-faced as a war-horse at six o’clock. 
Esperanda was alone with him in the kitchen, watch¬ 
ing him eat like a starved pig. As she poured his fifth 
cup of coffee, he grinned up at her and whispered. 

“Esperanda, when you goin’ to quit bein’ so hard 
to get?” 

■'You listen to me!” She stepped back and whammed 
the coffeepot on the stove. “You heard about my big 
Rufus cornin’?" 

“Yeah, 1 heard,” he nodded. “Big mule!” 

“You put this in your fool head.” She stabbed a finger 
at him. ‘He’ll stomp your guts out, Amos Foley, if you 
put yo’ hands on me one mo’ time. 

“If I ever get my hands on you right,” he showed 
her his teeth, “you’ll throw rocks at mules.” 

He went out grinning when he finished the coffee. 
Just before nine o’clock he was back as far as the front 
of the house. Abriel Grundy had stepped out on the 

porch. .. 

“Sorry to bother you, Mr. Abriel. Amos touched his 
little hat with a forefinger as something of an army 
salute. ‘The old black preacher man’s up here with 
that mean mare.” 

“Oh, yes. Parson John Handy.” Grundy nodded. I 
hear Black Night drumming his wall. All right, Amos. 
You and the parson get her in the stocks. 

“She’s done in ’em, Mr. Abriel. Amos took off his hat, 
wiping beads of perspiration from his forehead. “A devil 
she is, too. Just like the last time. Almost tore the stocks 
clear down." 

“Some mares are just that way, Amos. He was looking 
at Foley piercingly now. “Sometimes worse than the 
studs. See here, are you all right this morning, Amos? 

“Am I all right?” The big Negro seemed to jump, 
booking down at his hands and feet, trying to inspect 
himself. “Don’t I look-all right?” 
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Maybe it’s me." Grundy still looked at him. "Danged 
if you don't look like you're all washed up inside or 
something. Like you've had a bad night, not exactly 
a hang-over but something like it. It was probably Miss 
Kitty. He looked across the fieldland and to the pine- 
thicket. “Maybe you didn’t get back to sleep after she 
got you up. She can be so hard on a man at times,” 
"She—she didn’t bother me, Mr. Abriel.” Amos came 
out with a queer, jerky little Laugh. “No, sir.” 

1 was so «y. There goes Black Night again. 
Wed better get along with it.” 

They were not long. When it was done, Grundy quiet¬ 
ly led the big stallion back to his stall, giving him a s pank 
on the rump as he let him inside. 

Amos Foley and the tall old Negro preacher were 
having trouble getting the mare out of the stocks. Grundy 
turned and walked back to them. The old preacher 

“ We S ot , to bi »ck her out, Mr. Grundy. She’s just 
about wrecked up the front end. Watch yo’self, Amos!" 
He lifted his voice. “She’ll kick!" 

Amos Foley had helped handle the mare two years 
before He knew all about her, and the old preacher had 
warned him twice this morning. 

It was done in an instant. Foley had stopped to un¬ 
buckle the lower strap. The mare must have been wait¬ 
ing for the opportune moment. Her iron-shod heels 
jerked upward and shot backward. There was a sound 
that might have come from an apple smashing against 
a walL Caught on the side of the head by one hoof, 
Amos Foley fell as if a bullet from a gun had brought 
him down. 

"Lord, Amos been lacked!” wailed the preacher. 
Amos is hurt, Mr. Abriel I Amos is hurt,* 

Abriel Grundy had already grabbed Foley by the feet 
giving him a quick sling that took him clear of the next 
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lack. One look down at the now hatless head was 
enough. Abriel Grundy spoke, his voice a death bell, 
“Parson, Amos Foley was killed by that one kick. 
“Lord —LawdT cried the preacher, “save his soul in 
Heaven! Lawd, Lawd, death is such a little man! Death 
is such a little ol’ manl” 


26 

END OF A MAN 


“Poor Amos! Poor Amos! It’s no use, Esperanda, 
but call Dr. Tom Yardley and get him here quick.” 

“What’s the matter, Mr. Abriel, what’s the matter? 

“Amos was killed just a minute or two ago.” 

“Oh, no!” wailed Auntie Blossom, “I told ’im to watch 
that mean ol’ Black Night! ’ 

“It was a mare. Mammy ” 

Nothing pained Abriel Grundy so much as a worker 
getting hurt doing a job for him. He had come stumbling 
into the house, his face as white as a tombstone. With 
Esperanda hurrying to the telephone he turned back to 
the bam, Blossom and old Kit trailing him. 

It was quiet again out at the barn. Black Night was 
nibbling at his fodder rack. Black Honey had her head 
over her door. For once, Grundy passed without noticing 

John Handy had straightened the body out on its back 
on the ground. The mare was out of the stocks. The old 
man had tied her to a post a few rods out from under 

the shed. tl ^-, it 

“Amos wasn’t right this mornin, Mr. Abriel. The old 

preacher's voice was deep and solemn. “He seemed so 
fumblish. You saw it. He knowed she’d kick. Lord, how 
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did! I'll hear that hoof hittta* his head to the day I 
“We’ve sent for a doctor.” 

“No use, Mr. AbrielOld hat a wad in ht. u j 
f hea4 » a little ol' Z,’ 

rf / Y T es he ' s ’round All 

of a sudden he steps up. There you is. He taps * 

Soger on your shoulder an’ there you ain't, Mr. Abdel” 

hi!! n0thln S A ^y could do. The doctor came 

a mtal /n’ qUare_,a l We ? man who to <* less than 
a ' n “ lute to examine the body. 

Its no use.” He shoot his head. “The hoof caught 
the H f dfe<J “ an tastant - rest is for 

“Un^F f nd ^ t 6 Undertaker -” “dered Grundy. 

r^K J< i° WlU take ° ver - If A™ 05 Foley has any 
relatives, they must be notified." Y 

, dc L5J 1 Mr. Abriel.” The old preacher was 

t m nt d f ?° d> got a man y° u behld 

rate? I ““ t0 See * he ' s g Qt an >- Mb, but 

ii y ° a n0W . Amos Fole y was a closemouthed mam 
tcome from the dear nowhere, I do recton.” 

The undertaker arrived. The body was taken away. 

d^ rhTT ^ ^ aIwayS seemed t0 fobow sudden 
death had settled over Rambling Gables. Amos Foley's 

gomg was something one could not immediately believe 

He was here, walking around, going about his job. All 

, 1 L S 7 n f d ’ ? e Was gone ’ aever exactly here, 

just some land of a dream. 3 

Grundy was at the big table when noon came want- 
mg nothing more than a cup or two of coffee. He heard 
Kitty s voice in the kitchen. ' 

“Oh-oh, nol That's crazy.” 

Not for Amos,” Blossom White's voice answered 
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her. “The doctor come, then the buryin’ man. Amos 
Foley's gone. May the Good Lord rest his soul ” 

‘But—'but I can't believe itH Kitty stamped the floor* 
“1 slept late but—* 

It's true, honey” Blossom White was gentle but 
firm. “The mare killed him ” 

“Gosh, can't things happen in a hurry!” 

“Maybe now my coffee cups wall clear.” 

'You and your cups!” 

“They never fails me, honey. Never.” 

Esperanda had more to say about the cups when 
nightfall came. Grundy had been on the telephone 
several times. He had taken a walk to the mail box. 
He was upstairs by the window when Esperanda came 
in. 

Tm scared of her cups, I am,” she complained, “She 
still sees somethin' big an black earnin'.” 

“Maybe,” he tried to smile, “it's your big black mule.” 

“No, it ain’t my Rufus T She was instantly on the de¬ 
fense, "He's big, he's black, but there ain't a mean bone 
In my Rufus, His big grainin' face in anybody's cup 
would make it shine like one of them harvest moons.” 

“I didn't mean it, really, Esperanda,” He looked out 
the window, “I must look forward now to seeing him 
come. I'll have to have another man here on the moun¬ 
tain* Another girl, too, when you're gone.” 

“Yes, Mr, Abriel.” She turned, staring at the burning 
logs in the fireplace. “An' that maybe opens the door 
for my Aunt Friendly an' Uncle Joe, She's house folks 
jfrom a baby. He's barn since he was nine. He's forty. 
She's thirty-eight, big and stout. Both black as my Rufus. 
They was with, the same folks since the day they was 
born." 

“Then,” he frowned, “they'll never leave theml” 

“Their folks gone on, Mr. Abricl. Two boys died in 
Big War One* One girl died when she was twenty. 
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Other lives way out in Californy* Lightnin' kill the old 
folks in big automobile two years ago* The old house 
an land been sold* They do part-time jobs now*” 

"So?” he sat up in his chair* “Maybe youVe got some¬ 
thing, Esperanda ” 

"If you see them," she turned and grinned, “you’ve 
got two of ’em I Uncle Joe’s like you ’round horses* 
Auntie Friendly's another Blossom White,” 

"There’s only one Blossom White!” He slumped back 
in the chair* "They quit making them when she was 
born/' 


They buried Amos Foley in the valley Saturday 
afternoon, in the old Negro cemetery under the foot 
of tall Iron Ore Ridge, Abriel Grundy followed the 
custom of the old line of Southern stock. He sat in the 
little white church, up front, Uncle Kit beside him, 
Auntie Blossom and Esperanda on the other side of 
Uncle Kit 

The sermon preached by old black John Handy was 
not long. There was not too much to say about Amos* 
Little of his past could be brought to light. 

"Maybe he’s Amos Foley,” intoned the old man. "May¬ 
be he ain’t Amos Foley* Nobody knowed too much about 
this man. It don’t make no difference, nowhow. Saint 
Peter’s got him in his big book. Saint Peter will know 
all about him an’ what he do or don’t do down here 
on the earth. All we do is send ’im on to Saint Peter. 
We don t know nothin’ bad about this Amos. He worked 
for a good man. That much we do know.” 

Amen!” moaned the most of the congregation* 

"Amenr 

"Amos didn't bother nobody,” Handy was going on. 
He didn t fuss an' fight* He didn’t run round with no 
loose women. Nobody saw him in no jail* All we can 
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do is say he was a good man, an' now he's Heaven- 
bound," 

"Heaven-bound! Heaven-boundl” 

"An" it better be like that than Hell-hound ” 

“Ain't it the truth!” agreed an old deacon* “Ain't it 
the truth!” 

“Nobody's goin' to argument*" nodded Handy, “No- 
body's goin’ to argument* That's good. It's in Amos 
Foley's favor. He's got a better chance than some I 
know!” He made a dramatic pause* eyes showing all 
their whites as he glowered down on a sallow-faced 
and sharp-nosed little white man on the bench across 
the aisle from Grundy, “Nobody's heard of Amos sell- 
in' coffins an' chargin' what a certain man's goin' to 
charge Mr, Abriel. I ain't callin' no names.” He paused, 
glaring harder at the little white man, "But I tell you 
now " his voice shot up to a near-yell, “I wouldn't have 
me no river to swim just to step down from this pulpit 
an' spit on his eyeballs 1 Nobody's goin' to get to Heaven 
makin' 'ims'ef a buzzard robbin' the dead!” 

“Amen!” groaned the congregation* "Amen, Brother 
John Handy," 

“Ain't it the truth!” high-falsettoed a woman* “Ain't 
goin* to be no buzzards up yonder in Heaven!” 

“You tell 'em. Brother John, you tell 'em!” 

It took a couple of minutes to preach Amos Foley 
straight to the Pearly Gates and right on In to Heav¬ 
en's door* Old John took a little longer to send the 
undertaker to Hell, but he got him there just the same. 
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NO, ABRIEL 


Sunday was a long, long day, There was no 
mail. OF course there was no confounded mail! Abriel 
Grundy merely took the walk for the exercise. He just 
happened to stop at the box. He just happened to look 
inside it, and stood for a few minutes leaning against 
it, fingers -drumming on the metal, his,gaze far away. 
Then he turned, hands clasped behind him, and slow¬ 
ly tramped back to the big old house where he was 
born. 

She could have ^written. She could have dropped just 
a little line or two. Oh, yes, a line now or maybe a 
postcard or a picture folder to show what the big town 
of New York looked like. Not for him, exactly. Maybe 
for Esperanda or the others. 

Elley Gann had come up to help with the stock, but 
El ley was not the man he wanted. Elley was not ex¬ 
actly a sorry white man, not exactly white trash. Soon 
he would have to go back home and not come in the 
mornings and stay until nightfall to go slipping and 
sliding down the steep mountain trail in the dusk. The 
old-fashioned Southern man wanted no whites as ser¬ 
vants or about-the-house workers. They were too de¬ 
manding, too big-headed. 

Kitty was warming up a little. She came to the ta¬ 
ble for dinner, looking clean and pretty in a pale-blue 
slip of a thing. Her hair was done up, smoothed back 
and in place. He had not mentioned the automobile 
accident after that stop and talk on the roadside. Dead 
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soldiers were buried when they died. He had never been 
one to want to dig them up and rattle tliQir bones. 

“You all right, Kitty?” 

“Why—yes, I’m all right!” She looked sharply at him, 
“Why?” 

*Well, I just thought I’d ask you.” He looked down 
at his plate. “Things have been in such a stir. Amos, I 
mean ,” he hastily added, “going so suddenly, and all 
that” 

“I suppose you think I should have gone to the fu¬ 
neral!” She looked at him again, a slight eurl coming 
to her lip. "To show the usual white folks es respect for 
de dead!’” 

"Well, no, Kitty,” he frowned. “Somebody had to stay 
on the place, I guess. And, anyway,” he looked at her 
piercingly for a second, “a funeral’s not a circus, kou 
go only if you want to* 

“And you said,” she almost grinned, “you'd gone to 
your last one!” 

“A man says lots of things, Kitty.” 

“Sure, and means so little.” She looked down, fiddling 
with her fork thoughtfully, then up sharply again. "Why 
are you so interested in how I feel? Don’t I look all 
right?” 

“Yes, of course” he fumbled. “Just sorter washed up 
and dragged out, we might say, for the past two or three 
days. Nothing bad or serious, now. You maybe got . 
shook up more than you know.” 

“Well, I’m all right.” She laughed strangely. "There 
are times when I do feel as if I’d been mauled by a 
bear, but—but those times come to a girl the same as 
to that Libby Harper creature!” 

“Did she do something wrong to you, Kitty?” 

“Yes!” she snapped at him. “She tried to get you! You 
were such a fool, you didn’t know it Or maybe she 
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did get you. This is a big old house. At night, a woman 
could slip-*’ 

“Kitty!” His hands became fists on the end of the 
table. “That’s enough of that business! Libby Harper 
was a lady, sure to God as far as I know or will ever 
believe!" 

“All right, all right!” She laughed again. Td like to 
have a couple-say five hundred dollars, Daddy. You’ve 
been in such a give-away mood. I saw the bill for Amos 
Foleys funeral. Seven hundred dollars to bury just one 
servant! That doesn’t say how much you gave the old 
black preacher," 

"A man buries his dead.” His hands relaxed. “We 
Grundys don’t pinch and cut corners when it comes 
to our dead, and we never have. Why do you want 
money, Kitty?” 

I need a tooth filled. I have a new cavity.” 

“Oh, I see," he smiled. “You get the damdest cavities 
Mr. Abriel!” Esperanda came bounding into the room 
with the agility of a goat. “The telegram man is on the 
telephone.” 

“That’s from her, I’ll bet!” Kitty came half out of her 
chair before she caught herself. “Changed her mind the 
bitch!” 

He did not hear her. He was thinking, he was hop¬ 
ing, when he got up and hurried way to the telephone. 
There was tenseness in his tone and his face was white 
when he spoke into the transmitter. No one but Libby 
could be sending him a wire on Sunday. 

“This is Abriel Grundy.” 

“Sorry to trouble you, Mr. Grundy.” The telegraph 
operator chuckled over the wire. “The woman I had 
on the line got away before I could tell her the message 
is for Esperanda Kelly and only in care of you.” 

“Oh, yeah." His face and voice fell, “Just a moment. 
I’ll take it and write it down on the pad for her. Now.” 



STABLE BOY 167 

He had pulled the pad to him and taken a pencil from 
his pocket “Go ahead* please,” 

"Its from Montgomery* Mr, Grunday, A night mes¬ 
sage that seems to have been held up longer than usual 
Here it is, 'Don't come to me* honey. I’m out and free 
ahead of time and hitch-hiking to you/ It was signed 
Hufus/ Got it, Mr, Grundy?” 

“Yes, yes/ and thank you very much, sir ” He hung 
up the phone, and looked at Esperanda hovering in the 
background, “It was for you, and it's from your Rufus, 
Esperanda ” 

“Oh, now, nowl” she yelled, “Oh, no, now, don't 
tell-” 

“Wait, Esperanda!” He held up his big hand. Slowly 
he read it to her, making each word flat and clear, 

“Nawl Oh, naw, Mr* Abdel!” she wailed, “Don't fool 
me like this, Mr* Abriell Don't fool me!” 

“I wouldn't for the world, Esperanda*” 

“Naw,” She was suddenly crying, hands rubbing her 
eyes, the tears raining down her face, “Oh, my Rufus 1 
My Rufus outl My Rufus coming to me!” 

“Sure, he’s coming, Esperanda,” He patted her on the 
shoulder and gave her a gentle shove toward Blossom 
White. “Your big black mule is on his way. Might be 
here even tonight. Anyhow, you have a big room down¬ 
stairs ” 

“My mule!” she wailed, “My big ol # mule! Hold me, 
Auntie Blossom!” She rocked to the old woman, throw¬ 
ing her arms around her, “Hold me down an keep me 
from (lyin' away an leavin' this ol world! 

Kitty had left the table, Abriel moved on, through 
with anything that looked like eating, so sick with dis¬ 
appointment he could not lift a smile for even Esperan- 
das sudden happiness, her sobbing and crying voice 
still trailing him from the kitchen. 

He went to his room. He was beaded with cold 
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perspiration all over when he dropped in his chair and 
leaned forward, planting an elbow on his knee, cupping 
his strong jaws in a wide palm-a Rodin s Thinker look¬ 
ing out and down on the world that were the valleys, 
the ridges and the blue-hard line of a mountain in the 
distance. 

“Daddy!" Kitty startled him, stepping into the room 
with one hand behind her back, “I—I never want to see 
you hurt. Its something of a little joker I must pull from 
my sleeve. Here,” She came on and thrust a flat little 
package in his hand. “It came registered the day after 
Amos died. Mailman brought it on to the house. Every¬ 
thing was still in such a bother of coming and going 
you didn’t see him, and—and I just couldn’t tell you. I 
knew you wanted her back," 

He took the package, staring at it. It had been ripped 
open, but that did not matter. It was something, some 
word from her. 

“I can # t blame her for not keeping that old locked 
Daddy " Kitty was giving him a parting shot from the 
door. “It's so big, so crusty and old-fashioned. But I do 
think you have no business giving anything away. Not 
without first talking It over with me, After all, I'm sup¬ 
posed to inherit the Grundy heirlooms, such as they 
are ” 

The door closed, and she was gone back downstairs. 


28 


MY SIN 


For a long time he sat in his chair. In one 
hand hung the old locket- In the other was the crushed 
little note. Finally, he knew there was only one thing 
to be done. 
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He found Esperanda, told her to pack his bag. Then 
he got on the telephone. 

In a moment he had his number, Kitty appearing in 
the doorway behind him, eyeing him wonderingly. 

“This you, Mr. Bloom?” He spoke into the telephone. 
“Its Sunday, I know, but about that big nice car I was 
looking at the other day. The day I was in town at the 
bank. Do you still have it?” 

“The finest thing I’ve ever had, too!” exclaimed the 
voice of Mr. Bloom. “It’s just like I told you. There s 
under eleven hundred miles on it—* 

“Fill it with gas, oil and water,” cut in Abriel Grundy. 
“Get it up here to my place right away. I mean right 
away, too.” 

“It’s almost at your door!” gleefully cried the voice 
on the wire. “I’ll get it right now. Goodbye!” 

“So you’re buying yourself another car at last?” Kitty 
half-smiled at him. “Now I won’t be ashamed when 
people say, ‘I saw your father in his damned old buggy.’ ” 

“Well, all right.” He pushed past her, and ran into 
Old Kit in the dining room. "I’m going away for a few 
days, Itit. You and Mammy look after things as you 
always do.” 

He waited for no answer. Walking on rapidly he was 
soon out in the barn talking to Elley Gann, telling him 
what to do. Black Honey nickered softly. He took time 
to rub her nose, and stopped for a moment with Black 
Night. 

"Now about Black Night, Elley.” His tone was tense 
but gentle. “I guess you’d better just leave him in his 
stall. You can water and feed him through the drop¬ 
down slot here. Better send all mares back, too, and let 
them wait to come in tune again when I m back. I don t 
want anything to happen to you, Elley,” 

“Ner me either,” grinned Gann. "I never thought a 
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mare would kill Amos Foley, but I was shore that 
Black Night would.” 

“Amos was crazy about Black Night, Elley. He liked 
Black Night s big muscles, and maybe got some strange 
satisfaction watching him operate. But he was afraid of 
Black Night, just like you." 

"You won’t be gone too long, will you?” Gann looked 
at him closely. “My woman, you see, is soon cornin’ in 
with another young un. Just can’t break her from havin’ 
one a year regular* 

“Well, I won’t be too long, I hope, Elley. A man never 
knows” 

He was stalling for time now, not wanting to go back 
inside the house, not wanting Kitty to be asking 
questions. With Elley busy carrying water to the stallion, 
he stepped into the harness and gear room. The old- 
fashioned locket came out of his pocket. He found the 
little latch, so neatly hidden in the engraving. The locket 

snapped open. In it were the two one-thousand dollar * 
bills. 

Now I wonder,” he muttered, closing the locket and 
dropping it back in his pocket, “what Kitty would have 
really done if she’d known that money was there.” 

He brought out the letter again. It was short, to the 
point in its fashion. 

Dear Mr* Grundy; 

I am keeping the words you wrote. I must send you 
back your beautiful old Jacket. I can’t return. I wish 
I could tell you why. Never in the world will I ever 
meet another man like Abriel Grundy. 

With all my heart! 

Libby Harper 

F*S. I have no brothers. I have no relatives. It wasn't * 
nice* perhaps* but I wanted to say I had some one. 
Everybody down there has such wonderful families to 
talk about 
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“Well, now!" he grinned. “Now ain’t that something! 
At last somebody with no damned family tree to boast 
about!” He squinted, reading again, ‘“With ah my 
heartl' Now-now that could mean a thing or two.” 

He looked back at the letter. It was on hotel stationery, 
a little place on the East Side. He would find it. 

“There’s a long black car at the house!” Elley Ganns 
voice came to him. “Biggest car I ever saw. Looks danged 
nigh like a hearse.” 

“It’s my car." He took time to put her letter and the 
locket in an inside pocket, and turned back to the hall¬ 
way. “You take care of things, Elley. You take care of 
’em. If your wife gets down, hire some help. I’ll foot the 
bill!” 

Esperanda was waiting on the porch with his bag 
and overcoat. Kit and Blossom White in the back ground. 
Kitty stood in front of them in the doorway, eyes on the 
shining big car Abel Bloom had brought. 

Abriel said a few words, put on his coat, and took up 
his bag. Kitty’s voice came to him as he walked hurriedly 
to the car. 

“When you throw, yqu sure throw the Grundy money 
around! Just like it all belonged to you!” 

“It’s the finest car to ever hit this town.” Bloom 
started in on him. “As we drive back to town, I’ll show 
you all its new gadgets. You don t have to shift gears—^ 
“I looked it over well the other day, Mr. Bloom,” 
Abriel cut in. “I’ll get along, I think. If I don’t. I’ll 
ask at some gas station/' 

He avoided as much talk as he could. In town, Bloom 
pulled up and got out. Abriel Grundy slid in under tire 
wheel. He had just one question. 

“Just how far is it, anyhow, to New York?” 
“Regardless of what they tell you, Mr. Grundy, it’s 
just about a thousand miles. It s about three hundred to 
Bristol, Tennessee. A fast driver,” he studied his wrist 
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watch a moment, “should be there around midnight. 
Maybe you’d better stay over in Knoxville.” 

“Thank you, Mr. Bloom.” 

His big foot came down on the accelerator, gently 
now, eyes on the one traffic light ahead. The car moved 
like oozing oil. The big car was slipping through Bristol 
at a quarter to nine. He was in New York the following 
night, having stopped only for gas and quick bites to eat. 
He parked the car at a garage, ordered it washed. 

He pulled his bag out of the car, and took the ticket 
the man handed him. In the big doorway he halted, look¬ 
ing up and down the street. Her place, now, would be 
to his left, about a block down if he remembered things 
right. 

He moved on, needles and pins pricking faster and 
faster in his legs, circulation coming back. He was tired, 
a little stumbly when he turned in at the hotel. Maybe 
they would think he was drunk. 

It was not the best hotel in New York, a sort of a 
family hotel affair. tall, thin and sleepy-looking clerk 
appeared. 

“You got a room?” 

Why, yes, sir! the clerk shook his head and came 
more to life. “Single or double?" 

Just a nice clean room with bath." 

"ies, sir.” The clerk checked a moment. "I can give 
you something nice on the twelfth floor for slx dollars.” 

“That's all right.” He signed his name. “By the way, 
Miss Libby Harper still here?” 

“Why, yes, sir.” The clerk took a quick look at some 
kind of a board. “She has eleven-fifteen.” 

He was tired, oh, so tired when the clerk grabbed 
his bag and took him up in the old elevator. On the 
door of his room, he read 1205. That would not be 
far above her. Not far. The clerk switched on his lights. 
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The room was small but neat. The clerk put his bag on 
the baggage rack and left after handing him his key, 

Abriel took off his hat and overcoat. In twenty minutes 
he had taken a shower and a shave. He had clean shirts, 
socks and underwear. His suit was wrinkled, but it would 
have to do. 

When he finished dressing, he went out into the hall 
and made his way to Room 1115. He knocked. 

There was a wait. He tapped again, a little harder. 
Something stirred, as if startled, on the other side of 
the door. A voice spoke through the door. Her voice. 

"Who—who is it?* 

“Abriel Grundy ." It was as flat as a hammer, 

“Ohl— Oh, no!" 

"Yes, ma'am. MissJUbby * He nodded to the door. "Its 
me, ma am." 

There was hesitation. "1-111 come right downstairs 
in just a few minutes, Mr. Grundy I 

"Libby Harper," the old low, fiat tone was back, Tm 
coming in. I didn t come all the way to New \ork to talk 
to you on a sidewalk or in a hotel lobby. Open this 
door or I'm coming through it." 

The key ground in the lock. The door cracked cau¬ 
tiously, then swung back, the lights Libby had switched 
on showing her tiny room, 

"LibbyI" His face screwed up. It was all the words 
he could get out of him just then, “Libby! 

There she stood in a shiny black silk wrapper. Even 
when awakened from a sound sleep every hair seemed 
in place, her face so soft, so pale, her big eyes looking 
up at him. 

"Libby!" He stepped on in and closed the door be¬ 
hind him with his heel. "Libby Harper, you-you little 
devil, you!" * 

"Oh, Abrieir 

He had herl He had her! He was pulling her, packing 



174 STABLE BOY 

and cramming her to him, kissing her lips with a feverish 
urgency. 

“You!” he panted. “You’d go away from meP 

"Don't, please!” She was trying to twist free, “Let- 
let me tell you something. Let me tell you why I couldn't 
come back” 

Damn that!” he said, “There ain't no reason and 
there!! never be. Oh, Libby/' his voice was suddenly 
a deep groan, “I can't go on alone!” 

“AbrielP There was terror in her eyes as she pushed 
herself back, hands on his chest, his hands locked behind 
her* “I-I must tell youl You-you must listen, Abriell 
Hear what I have to say, Abdel!” 

“Tell me only one thing, LibbyP He lifted his hands 
to her shoulders and shook her fiercely, yellow eyes bor¬ 
ing holes straight through her* “Could you, or do you 
love me?” 

*Yes, AbrielP She was suddenly back against him, 
crying on his chest* "From the day I put my foot inside 
Rambling Gables!” 

“That's all I ever want to hear.” 

But—but there's something, Abriell” she sobbed 
“Something I did P 

“Damn it, I don't want to hear it, LibbyP 

"But you must.” She was pushing at him. “Please sit 
on the side of the little bed. Let me tell you. H you 
don't, Abriel, IH dieP 

He sat there at last, jabbed back on the side of the 
bed. She was on the floor at his knees. His big hands 
were on her head, stroking it, yellow eyes staring. Fi¬ 
nally, it was done. She hung there against his knees. 
She had told him, told him all about her slipping into 
the barn to see Amos, sparing no details as to what had 
happened. „ 

“Well, now,” he growled, “well, now! That just about 
seems to make it all over between us, LibbyP 
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“I knew it would!” 

“Yeah.” His big hands reached down. He scooped 
her up, pulling her on to his lap. He pushed back her 
“Now we'll do away with the tears. There s nothing 
more to cry about. Yet I’m sort of glad you came out 
with it. I've lived among deceit and damned lies so long, 
Libby. Were not going to have that from now on. No, 
we won't!" 

“Did—did you say ‘we,’ Abriel! 

“Libby,” he pulled her up, tighter, “now just who 
in hell is there to talk about but you and me? Kiss me, 
damn it! Before I start eating you up right here! You’re 
mine. I’ll tear this whole damned town down, or take 
you home where you belong. And, anyhow, Libby, he 
kissed her tenderly, “if it’ll assure you of our secret dying 
here and now and forever between us, Amos Foley's 
dead." 


29 

ONE NIGHT OF LOVE 


It was mid-afternoon, warm and sunny. Thirty 
minutes ago Kitty Grundy had come whizzing down off 
the mountain in her coupe. She had pulled up out front 
with a noisy scrape of a fender against the curb, and 
had come literally stamping in with a big yellow hand¬ 
bag. In the bag were five quarts of 100-proof bourbon 
whiskey and three bottles of gin. The Plunkettes were 
ready for another party. Despite a story Kitty had told 
that should have pinned their ears back, both Judette and 
Nappy had been busy on the telephone, calling cer- 
tain friends. 
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“Eat, drink and be merry ” Napoleon grinned. “All we 
can do is try to make the best of it, I suppose,* 

I still can't believe it.” Judette wiggled her empty 
glass. Napoleon quickly arose to mix her another drink, 
“All the Grundys were stallions, they say. Perfect stud 
horses with their black girls and their yellow. I suppose 
its natural to expect the same of Abriel. He will be wel¬ 
come at my door at any time, day or night, but not his 
chambermaid wife, unless she comes to the back door 
like any other servant, I refuse to accept her as a social 
equal, I intend to tell your father just that, Kitty.” 

Sure.” Kitty Grundy grinned in spite of the fury 
she had been in when she came into the house. “I 
can just see and hear you tell him. And when you 
do, I can see Abriel bending you backward and giving 
your neck a twist. Don't you say anything to his face 
about that pretty bitch. He might kill you, and think 
of all the Grundy money it would take away from me 
with him trying to keep himself out of the electric chair. 
And while we're about it.” She stabbed a finger, “Lay 
off your social equality. You aint got none! There are 
Plunkettes who might have. The worm you married is 
not related to them. He doesn't belong in this country. 
Send him back to Georgia where all our chicken thieves 
come from!” 

“Kitty, darling!” 

“You fat cat!” 

Tm a Morgan, Kittyl” 

Sure! My Daddy owns a lot of 'em!” Her laughter 
filled the room to overflowing, "Mares! And you should 
see Black Night put the blocks to 'emP 
“Kitty, Kitty, honey!” 

“Tra not your honeyP 

She was mean and going to stay mean. The news 
had come through only three hours ago, Abriel Grundy 
had called from Knoxville, Kitty had been buried to her 
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eyes in a bubble bath. Esperanda had answered the tele¬ 
phone, and exploded as usual, running, singing, crying 
and dancing all tbe way out to the barn to tell her big 
black Rufus and Elley Gann about it, upsetting the 
whole house. 

Ah, yes, the Grundys would be home for dinner, 
Mr. Abriel and Mrs. Libby Harper Grundy! A cham¬ 
bermaid, really, and a stud-horse-stander! Great stuff 
the Deep South was coming to. 

“He could have waited a year or two.” Kitty thumped 
her glass for a refill. “The earth in my mother’s grave 
hasn’t had time to settle.” 

“But-but really, Kitty,” Judette reached for her glass, 
“he’s actually been a man without a wife for years on 
end. Everybody is fully aware of that. That won’t do for 
a Grundy.” 

“You are so understanding!” Kitty took a long swig 
from her drink and curled a lip at her. “And your Napo¬ 
leon Bones-falling-apartl" 

“Don’t pick on him, darling!” 

“Oh, I wouldn’t!” Kitty laughed now. “Not for the 
world! Why should I pick on either one of you?” Her 
lips curled, right from a laugh to a sneer. You do that 
enough to your friends.” She stabbed a finger. “You’re 
a cheap bastard!” She stabbed a finger at Napoleon. 
“Now pour me another drink, damn you!” 

A long-jawed farmer youth half-led, half carried Kitty 
out just before midnight. He helped her screw herself 
under the wheel. Her hands flopped this way and that 
as she started the motor. The youth's face and his red- 
napped poll reminded her of a horse’s head. She had 
told him that a number of times during the evening. He 
was a cousin to somebody, one of the many at Judette s 
party. 

"You’re a dope,” she said to the red-head as he stood 
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beside the car. Got the nastiest, nasty-red red hair I 
ever saw. Where you going? Speak up, cow barn and 
pigs!" 

I could take you home,” he whispered, tensely, 
his breath hot in her ear, “and walk back down the 
mountain, Miss Kitty. Please let me!” 

“Yeah?” 

“Yeah!” He licked his lips and grinned. "You're beauti¬ 
ful!" 

“Get away from me, tom-cat!” She slapped him across 
the mouth. As he reeled back with surprise, she stepped 
on the gas and drove away, leaving him standing there 
stupidly staring and wondering what had come over her. 
Suddenly the car was turning, coming back. She stopped 
beside him. 

“What’s your name?” 

“They call me Goofy just for fun ” 

“I like Goofy. Fits you. Where do you live, Goofy?” 
Up the valley only a few miles.” 

And you'd ride me home and walk down the moun¬ 
tain! You must be some hot potatoes, Goofy.” 

I love you, Kitty, He poked his head inside the car. 
“Gosh, I’ve been watching you all evening. I-I’m wild 
about you!” 

“Get in.” She reeled over, opening the door for him. 

I kind of like you. Goofy. Guess I’ll take you home. Now 
how do you like that, Goofy? How do you like that!” 
"Gollyl” he grinned. "Golly!" 

It was hard to get away from Goofy, and it was nearly 
three o’clock before she was on the mountain. This time 
nobody was going to see or hear her come in. She 
had come up another road a few miles north of Rambling 
Gables. Turning down the brow, she had come to an old 
road through the woods, bumping, thumping along. It 
was not a good road, not worth a toot for low-slung 
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cars, but she got through. Finally she was at a gate in the 
pasture north of the barn. She let herself through, left 
the gate open, switching off the lights as she drove on, 

and parked under the shed. _ . 

The Grondys were home, all right. Up there in that 
big room. Two of the women at Judette’s had seen them. 
At the wheel driving the big new ear was the thing that 
now called herself Mrs. Libby Grundy. Married in 
Tennessee! This morning they would have it out, and how 
they would have it out! Libby Harper would leave this 
place forever, or Kitty Grundy would pick up and go. 
Nobody jumped down Kitty Grundy's neck and got away 
with it. She had her rights and she would fight for them. 
She had made that dear even to Goofy, slapping his red 
mule face again before she left him. Next time he would 
know his place, and not tell her she belonged to him 
now, that he had better not catch anybody else looking 
cockeyed at her. Damned razor-back! 

She got out of the car. The mink coat was stiff spread 
over the back seat. The night was warm-or was it so 
much to drink? Whiskey always made her sizzle, in more 
ways than one. And Goofy had been a nice guy. Funny 
that she kept thinking of him, mixing him up in her 
thoughts. A nice guy even with that long horse face he 
had. Looked exactly like a red mule in the moonlight. 

The new car blocked her way. She stood looking 
at it hands busy twisting her skirts, trying to straighten 
dowii this and that. Remembering that she had seen the 
big end doors of the barn standing open, she turned 

bsick* oiteriofi the hsUw&y. * 

Black Night poked his head out, over the planking 
and made a queer little snort. She stopped and looked 
at him. Indirectly that thing had killed Amos Foley. She 

stepped closer, shaking her fist. 

“You black monster!” she hissed. You big black 

bastard!” 
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Blaek Night craned his neck a little more, shaking 
his head and flapping hi s forelock. The lowering moon 
was bright, pouring its light through the south doorway 
She saw Black Night bare his teeth at her and heard 
him click them. 

She had never liked that horse, had always been 
afraid of him, and he had killed Amos, damn 'im! She 
moved closer, fascinated for some strange reason* What 
a thriller when watched in operation through a crack in 
a wall! He stamped a mean hoof and backed his sleek 
ears. She saw the black nostrils widen and narrow 

I'm not afraid of you.” She tried to snap her fingers 
sweeping her hand closer. “Go on and kill Abriel Grundy 
the next time! Go kill that thing he brought back from 
New York. You can’t bluff me, you black bastard.” 

She was a little drunker than she thought weav¬ 
ing for a moment, staggering back, then forward. Some¬ 
thing snapped almost in her face. Black Night had 
reached for her, stamping his foot again. She rocked 
herself straight, shook her head. 

You black bully!” She made a face at him, and 
shook her fist close to his nose. He snapped his lips 
this time, popping them as he sometimes did when 
begging Abriel Grundy for sugar. With a quick swing 
of her fist she caught him a blow across the nose, and 
Black Night jerked his head back, snorting. 

“So you don’t like it, huh?” She leered at him, “You 
don t like it. No, you don’t!” His nose was coming out 
again, ears flat. She hit him a second time, and laughed 
as he jerked back. “You devil! Now what? I’m no 
mare*” 

Black Night s head had gone up, neck craning. His 
upper lip skinned up and up, barring his teeth, eyes 
glinting in the moonlight that came through the great 
doorway. 

“Well, I’ll be damned,” she grinned. “Acts just like he 
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smells what I'Ve been up to tonight. It’s none of your 
damned business! I do as I please, when and where 1 
please. That's right.” She nodded, body rocking, high 
heels appearing to sway under her feet. *Tm living my 
own life. Belongs to me, doesn't itF 
She hit him again as his long nose came poking back, 
the planking of the stall against his broad chest. The 
head went back. He stamped his feet. In a quick jab the 
head came back. He snorted, hot breath now right in her 
face. 

She started beating, hitting, hitting. His teeth clicked. 
The swift fist was too fast for him. He snapped at it like 
a dog, eyes beginning to blaze with his mounting fury, 
The planking popped. She paid no attention to it* 

He really looked like Goofy. Only Goofy's face was 
so red. 

"You've got a hot breathP She moved slightly closer, 
holding her fist just out of reach of the snapping teeth. 
Suddenly she bopped him again, a quick, jab. 

Then it happened. There was no warning. It was 
like an explosion. Planks popped, snapped, splintered. 
They were suddenly in her face. The whole outer wall 
of the stall was flinging forward. The stallion was com¬ 
ing with it, right on top of her. 

She screamed. She fell back, stumbled. Given just 
another second, she might have escaped, A swift turn 
and she could have made it to the stairs to the loft. 
But she fell. She went down flat on her back. The broken 
wall with the stallion on top of it caught her right 
foot, crushing it, holding it, her screams maddening 
trumpets of terror in the night. 

Black Nights muzzle struck her bosom like a great 
black fist. In one snapping pull he took some of her 
skirt and all her clothes. The backward rip left her 
white body gleaming in the moonlight." He caught her 
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by a bared shoulder, lifting her, tearing the crushed 
foot from under the planking. Like a dog slinging a rag 
doll he whipped her back and forth, her screams and 
cries climbing higher and higher. 


30 


BIG COUNTRY 


“Abriell Abrielf Something terrible is happening 
in the bam!” 

<f Yes, Libby, I hear!” 

“It sounds like Kitty!” 

“Yes, Libby, yes!” 

He was out of the bed, flying. He got his big feet 
into his slippers. A wild leap carried him to the door 
and he tore down the stairs. The front door banged, A 
big thing in flapping gray pajamas, he hit the little side 
gate. Halfway to the great door of the barn he plunged 
to a stop, hands flung out at either side of him, stark 
terror freezing his voice. 

The screaming had stopped. The reason was clear. 
Black Night now loomed in the doorway. The moon¬ 
light outlined every inch of him. It was Black Night, 
yes. Black Night out of his stall. It was Black Night 
turned to a great black lion with flaming eyes and fanning 
nostrils. In his awful mouth hung a gleaming, broken 
and dripping body. 

Oh, my God, no!” Abrie! Grundys voice was a great 
bawling tearing up and out of him. “Oh, no! Oh, no!” 

Black Night snorted, stamping his feet. He gave his 
head a sling. The thing in his mouth tore loose, spinning 
through the air to his right. It hit the ground as a wad. 
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rolled, and came to a crumpled stop against the wall of 
the bam* 

"Boyr bellowed Grundy, frozen to his tracks* “BoyF 

Black Night h^d turned to a great black dragon with 
fire-shooting eyes. Mane and tail whisking, he was going 
for Abriel Grundy now, maddened by the taste of human 
blood in his mouth* 

“Boyl Boyl Black Night!* 

Abriel jumped just in time, strength and the ability 
to move snapping back to him* Black Night’s tail lashed 
him, black heels a flash that almost caught him. Now 
the horse was between him and the gate, wheeling like 
a ball of black lightning and bawling as he tore into 
his second charge. 

“Boy!* cried Grundy. u Boyr 

He side-stepped this time, swinging, pivoting* His 
right fist swung, a great ham on the end of a powerful 
club, fury and terror giving him the strength of many 
men. The fist hit fell an inch high of the spot he 
was aiming for behind the stallion’s ear. Black Night 
stumbled, snorted and went down, tumbling over on his 
right shoulder* 

Abriel Grundy might have got away at that moment, 
but he was hurt, struck by a knee of the horse. Great 
pain shot through his hand. The terrific blow bad broken 
it. Blood dripped and fluttered where the ends of three 
jagged bones were torp through the skim 

“Boy!* 

Black Night was up and coming again. Grundy leaped 
clear, stumbling, feeling his back collide with the wall 
of the barn* The wide buggy shed loomed in the comer 
of his eye. He made it, ducking into it, the stallion at his 
heels* — %/ 

If he could get into the new car, he would be all right 
But Black Night was too close, his blood-dripping teeth 
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snapping for him. He swerved right, and was out from 
under the shed in the bright moonlight again. Black 
Night swerved with him. His shoulder struck a post, 
knocking it from under the outer edge of the shed. A 
ten-foot length of the unsupported roof sagged, catch¬ 
ing him on the back. More like a black dragon than ever, 
he squatted, snorted, and came out from under. 

Cut off from the barn, the shed and the gates now, 
Grundy saw a club about the size of his forearm and 
four feet long. It was on the ground ahead of him. He 
scooped at it with the broken hand. The hand only 
raked it, fingers refusing to close. He bounded on, eyes 
now on a little shed. Black Night was right behind him. 
Grundy side-leaped, letting the horse go by. Black Night 
immediately wheeled, coming back for him. 

‘Tm here, Abriell Fm here!” 

It was like a voice crying to a man in hell He saw 
her for a moment, and leaped for his life. Now his 
voice tore at her. 

‘Go back, Libbvl For Gods sake, go back!” 

“No, Abriel, no!* 

Black Night bucked to a stop, head up, eyes flash¬ 
ing, snorts raging out of him. Black Night had seen 
her. There she was, the moonlight washing her, out¬ 
lining every inch of her through a gauzy blue night¬ 
gown. In her hands shone the long twin tubes of a 
double-barreled shotgun. 

“NoF he cried. “I don't keep it loaded, Libby!” 

“Go back, Mrs. Grundy." Big black Rufus Kelly, Es- 
perandas man, had come through the side gate. "Slow, 
now. Let me git 'tween you an' him, Lemme git 'tween 
you an' hpn.” 

“Look out, Libby!” 

Abriel Grundy could not keep the terror out of his 
voice. Black Night was charging-the black dragon charg- 
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ing straight for Libby, the taste and smell of a woman 
still in his mouth and on his muzzle. 

“Stand clear, Rufus!” Never was a woman so clear¬ 
voiced, so cool, so absolutely certain. “Stand clear,” 

“The gun—the gun!” cried Grundy, slumping to his 
knees as if he was praying to her. "The gun’s not loaded, 
Libby!” 

“I found the loads for it, Abriel. I’m going to kill him!' 

Black Night was going to get her. Black Night was 
going to get herl Never was a devil so certain of his 
blood. Rufus had stopped, empty-handed, helpless. Libby 
was not trying to get out of the way. Her legs were 
forked apart, feet solid on the ground. Black Night 
was sixty feet from her, forty, thirty', twenty! 

The blaze of the light, the crash of the gun was like 
lightning in the night. Black Night swerved, stumbled 
and fell. He rolled completely over. Dazed, dying, he 
started up. Libby stepped closer, so sure, so certain. 
The shotgun poked forward. 

She fired the second blast, tearing the top of the 
stallions head away, and stepped back with the kick 
of the gun. Now the shotgun slipped, dropped. She 
put an uncertain hand to her forehead, rubbed awk¬ 
wardly. A little half-cry, half-whimper came from her, 
and she slumped into a heap on the ground. 


“Yes, Libby, the land is flat.” 

It was the eleventh day after Kitty’s funeral. With 
Libby in blue behind the wheel, the big car was slipping 
as a great, purring kitten down the long highway. The 
air was dear, the wand cool and gentle. Brownsville 
was beginning to loom ahead with its tall and stately 
palms. Neither knew when they were going back to 




186 


STABLE BOY 


Rambling Gables. Nothing mattered from here on. 

Kitty came back to him at night. So often at night. 
Maybe he would never be able to go back. Maybe he 
would settle here in this wide and far country. Libby 
Grundy slept in his big arms, her head pillowed on 
his shoulder. Last night in a motel the rise and fall of a 
deep sob had aroused her. In his sleep, in his dreams, 
she had heard him whisper, ever so tenderly. 

“Poor Kitty. Poor little Kitty. She was like the wild 
winds blowing. So like the wild winds.” 

Something had come slipping down his cheeks, drop¬ 
ping on the pillow. Bit by bit, now that she had him, all 
her own and no mistake about it, Libby Grundy was 
going to take the pains of his memories out of him. It 
was easy to be kind and sweet to this big man, this tall 
horse as he often called himself, the powerful bull, 
the kindly ox who laughed in daylight, at anything and 
everything, and wept so gently in his sleep. 

Blossom Whites last words kept coming back to her. 
“Go on an’ have a good time. My coffee cups done 
turned clear as blue skies now. We’ll take care of 
this oY house, you take care of him ” 

“It’s flat, yet beautiful, and rich," he nodded. "Down 
here they have a right to brag. That’s a fact. I’ll bet 
we’ve seen a thousand oil wells.” 

“At least a thousand, AbrieL” She glanced at him 
big eyes always smiling. “Is our big band still all right?” 

“Yes, our hand is fine.” He glanced down at his 
sling. “In a few more days I’ll get out of this confounded 
halter. And do you know something?” He looked at her 
with eyes that seemed to he drinking her. “I like the way 
you always say ‘our’ to everything. Now, by golly, Libby, 
it is our hand, isn’t it? No halves, no-parts, no bits. It’s 
just our hand.” 

She reached over and patted his cheek. “There’s 
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only one item of property around here that doesn’t 
belong to both of us. Just one.” 

Yeah? 

That’s youl She laughed. “Tm whole hog, Mr* 
Grundy. You belong to me, from toe to ear, ear to toe!” 

“Well, now, well!” He grinned, Xan’t you just hear 
me milking a great big fuss about that!" 


THE END 
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The ANIMAL Ill Her. 



At the top of the stairs she halted, trying to get 
her belt back in the loops of her robe* The 
robe hung wide open, and down that opening was 
light, stark nakedness, golden and shining* 

A low voice went through her, as shocking 
as ice water suddenly splashed over her* 

“Lord, how beautiful!” 

It was Amos Foley on the stairs. His voice was 
throaty, croaking, as he lumbered up toward her, his 
eyes headlights in his bronze face, his hands 
seeming to jump to her. 

“No, Amos, no!” Her voice was a whispering 
scream as she tried to hurl herself to one side. “I-Fve 
changed my mind!” 
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